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'I'm not a 
hit-oriented 
recording artist' 

- Daniel Johnston, pg 86 




THE VOID 

24-25 El Perro Del Mar, Test Icicles 

26 New England Roses, Speech 

28WHYILOVE...Robyn 

30-31 Singles Club, The Power Of The Witches 

32-33 Miss The Occupier, Rise Above Records, 

Oxes 

34 MUSIC THAT TIME FORGOT Bongwater 

36-37 TOUR DIARY Brakes 

38-39 FASHION jazz shoes with everything 

40-41 THINGS WE LIKE Explosions In The Sky, 

Deerhoof, The Locust, Bearsuit, XBXRX 

98 WHY I HATE.. .Internet-speak 

FEATURES 

14-16 Animal Collective 

18-22 The Go! Team 

42-44 UNDER THE RADAR new UK 

electronica 

46-47 Spoon 

48-49 Pa nico 

50-52 MUSIC FOR BABIES Twink, 

Misty's Big Adventure, baby mixtapes 

53 Baby Blue 

54-59 Cat Power 

60-61 Shooting At Unarmed Men 

62-63 Okkervil River 

LIVE 

12-13 LADYFEST Afrirampo, Bat For Lashes, 

III Ease, Spider & The Webs, Fake Valerie Action 

64-65 The Research 

66-67 Angie Reed, Instal Festival 

68-69 Final Fantasy, Tony Conrad 

70 Black Rebel Motorcycle Club 

ALBUMS 

72-73 Smoosh 

74-75 Moondog, hip hop mixtapes 

76-77 Kate Bush, Mi and L'au, Akron/Family 

78-79 The Mass, Edith Frost 

80-81 DJ Hell, 50Cent,Lil Kim 

82-83 Laughing Clowns, NWOBHM 

84-85 REISSUES AFX, Dead Kennedys 

MEDIA 

86-87 Daniel Johnston 

88-90 FILM Brokeback Mountain, Enron, 

Lower City, Crossing The Bridge 

91 ARTDiann Bauer 

92 COMICS David Shrigley, 
Drawn & Quarterly, comics round-up 

93 COMPUTER GAMES single-button gaming 
94-95 DVDS The Gleaners And I, Supersilent, 
The Committee, Directors Label 

96 BOOKS Bret Easton Ellis 
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"... inspirational and bonkers: everything music should 
be... psych-tinged perfection" NME 8/10 

"...a unique, enchanting dreamlike vision... heartbreaking 
tenderness throughout" Plan B 

"...a modern classic... one of the most sublime, boundary 
defying opuses of our time" Flux 

"...an odyssey-like quest for fuzz-folk nirvana" Mojo 4/5 

"...one of the finest albums ever" CWAS 

"...impassioned and grandiose cri-de-couer" 

Sunday Telegraph 

"...sprawling lo-fi epic" Metro 

4/5 Uncut 
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This issue I've been to one show (Ladyfest), travelled 
up to London once, listened constantly to two killer 
compilations - Chess Pieces, The Very Best Of Chess 
(C hess) and Good For What Ails You: Music Of 
The Medicine Shows 1926-1937(016 Hat)- plus 
a handful of artists like Misty's Big Adventure, 
Lonnie Donegan, Odetta, Jeremy Smoking Jacket, 
Madness, Cat Power, The Analog Girl, The Diskettes 
and The Liftmen, plus whatever stuff scavenged 
from boot fairs (Bow Wow Wow, The Cure, The 
Chefs, Pete Seeger, Gary Numan eta!), written two 
chapters of my Nirvana book, recorded over a dozen 
songs with Verity from Electrelane, gone for long 
walks in Shoreham-On-Sea and Hove Actually, 
hung out with my wife Charlotte and baby Isaac a 
lot and mostly stayed in. 

So I thought instead of an editorial this issue, 
I'd write you five 50-word stories (partway inspired 
by a similar exercise on www.tangents.co.uk a few 
years back) - detailing 2005 at Plan B through 
my eyes. 

EXHIBIT B At the back, a Cake Girl serves booze 
and brownies and strawberries. At the front, eager 
faces turn upwards from cross-legged bodies. On 
the walls, great art. Everywhere, questions: "How 
does Brighton compare with London?" "What's 
London?" I jolt awake, stung by affection. Pricing 
is arbitrary at galleries, isn't it? 
ACCELERATOR FESTIVAL Jim White -sweating, 
charismatic. "Why are you in Sweden?" he 
demands. "Why are you?" I retort, body pressed 
against the metal. "I was on stage 30 seconds ago." 
I disappear into a chilled, hushed throng. Devendra 
Banhart dances backwards across the stage, topless 
and supple. Canned Heat means nothing now. 
CAT POWER The girl looks at me, slightly 
breathless. "Sorry," she lies. "Sorry." "Is that 
what you think?" Her hair flops listlessly as she 
lights another cigarette. "I don't know... I don't 
know. " Outside, the rain splashes gutters and 
gullies. I sigh and turn my back once more on 
routine. Alcohol is fun. 

RAINDANCE FILM FESTIVAL I'm on lurid display, 
tumbling through memories that mean little to 
the media crowd present. "Daniel is the greatest 
living..." "Daniel is tormented by..." "Daniel is not 
so..." "Daniel has more soul than..." At the party 
afterwards, the dance floor is empty. "Is this Daniel 
Johnston?" No. It's Herman Dune. 
PLAN B RADIO The boy stared into my eyes. "Sorry 
I'm late," he lied. I hiccupped. His beard hurt like 
Vincent Gallo. "I ran all the way," he said. He wore 
dirty black jeans and a scarf out of fashion even in 
the Fifties. We embraced, laughed softly and turned 
up the volume. 
Everett True 



I keep getting emails from PRs about our 'end of 
year lists', which is what magazines are supposed 
to do in December to fill up a few spreads when 
no one can be arsed to write anything because it's 
Christmas and stuff. OK, note to PRs: here at Plan B 
we continue looking for new music in December, 
just like it's any other month. That's right! We 
don't stop for Christmas, or Hanukkah, or even the 
goddamn Winter Solstice! There are no hierarchical 
Hornby-esque conventions by which we abide. 
Lists? Pfff! Seasonal round-ups? Begone! Finished 
copies of things that have been out for ages, just 
so I 'remember' to put them on my (non-existent) 
list? Away with... no! Keep 'em coming. They make 
great presents. 

But anyway, like I said, great way to fill up a bit 
of space, so here are some personal bests of 2005. 

BEST NEW STUFF Kevin Blechdom: Eat My Heart 
Out; Vex'd: Degenerate; Black Dice: Broken Ear 
Record; Earth: Hex...; Dirty Three: Cinder; Ellen 
Allien: Thrills; Richard Youngs: The Naive Shaman; 
Scatter: The Mountain Announces; High On Fire: 
Blessed Black Wings; Isolee: We Are Monster; 
Alexander Tucker: Old Fog; Hulk: Silver Thread Of 
Ghosts; Asva: Futurists Against The Ocean; the 
Raster-Noton Trans series; the new Skullf lower one; 
that Honest Jon's British Folk comp I forgot to write 
about but intend to next issue, because it is rad. 
BEST OTHER STUFF Hototogisu, Nilsson, Birchville 
Cat Motel, Young Marble Giants, Wilco (years 
of Mojo-fuelled resistance crumble in the face 
of primer made by the right person... god, I'm 
a pushover), Raincoats, Celtic Frost, Brenda Fassie, 
Brownie McGee, Alan Stivell, Dave Swarbrick, 
Tomlab records, MIA, Essential Logic, Emmylou 
Harris, Skugge & Stavostrand, The Blow, Talk Talk. 
BEST LIVE AWESOMENESS Soft Pink Truth (Drew 
Daniel alienates ravers with cover of Coil's 'Anal 
Staircase': respect), Jandek, Josephine Foster, High 
On Fire, Arcade Fire, Comets On Fire, Afrirampo, 
Oneida, Jeff Mills, KemiallisetYstavat, MVAnd EE 
Medicine Show, Dirty Three, Joanna Newsom, The 
Research, Final Fantasy, James Green, pretty much 
everything Upset The Rhythm put on. 
BEST FESTIVAL DEBAUCHERY It's a close one. 
Sonar (Barcelona) had sunshine, sea, architecture 
and techno-fuelled bliss. Accelerator (Stockholm) 
had light nights, clear harbour water, indie rock, 
stolen vodka and pissed-up romance. Both provided 
the opportunity for random pants-clad swimming, 
which is the main thing. 

BEST CHARITY SHOP FIND Nilsson or the London 
Balalaika Ensemble? You decide. 
BEST LOOKALIKE Devendra Banhart and Nelly 
Furtado: separated at birth, totally. 
Frances May Morgan 
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Ladyfest Brighton 

Friday, The Core Club 

The doorman tells me the place is near capacity but that I should go 
inside because it'll be good. He's right on both counts. I see performance 
art in the form of ladies in sailor outfits dressed as giant bog rolls, 
dancing to Olivia Newton-John's 'Physical'. Later, Partyline play their 
punk-rocking, Bush-crushing, agitprop made more metal by the metal 
Laney Amps used for their tour. They have a song about singer Alison 
fancying Nader. But I heart Special Prosecutor Fitzgerald more. He's set 
to indict Karl Rove, Cheney and Cheney's assistant. 

Somehow I miss Jenny Wilson who's meant to be great. If she truly 
is great it won't matter that I missed her. But for the sake of personal 
opinion, I'll resort to popular journalistic devices; call her angular, than 
paraphrase the one-sheet. Wilson's set showcases the perfect pop jewels 
from her new album, which carry a sense of urgency, hope, humour and 
remembered school days and falling in love. Who can ask for anything 
more? Check her out. Apologies to all the other bands I miss who may 
have been great - 1 haven't heard either way - check out their websites 
and decide for yourself; The Corey O's (myspace.comcoreyorbison) and 
Yuchi (yuchi.co.uk). 

I've been to loads of Ladyfests since Ladyfest Oly Year Zero, and 
what's great about this one is how well planned, organised and eclectic it 
is. There aren't hours of inexplicable delays. The venues are neither too 
big nortoo small. The bands are geographically and musically diverse 
and aren't ersatz Huggy Bear/Bikini Kills. You should definitely have 
another one. I'll be prepared. (CO'K) 

Saturday, Sallis Benney Theatre 

Friday night, I sulk, battered by the rain gusting in off theseafront 
and a sign that reads, "Doors now opening at nine". Fuck it. I struggle 
balefully along to the art deco flat where ex-members of Bikini Kill and 
Huggy Bear are having an Olympia party (restringing guitars, smoking 
cigarettes, no music). This is my experience of Ladyfest: personal, elitist 
and exclusionary, more through shyness than design. This is life. 

Saturday night, the world bursts open in a deluge of crimson and flesh 
and flash. Saturday night, and I'm feeling exuberant and just happy to be 
a face in a crowd: the sisterhood in full effect. I'm leaping up and down, 
with shivers of full exhilaration racing down my spine -and that's just for 
Fake Valerie Action's spiky, spiteful, zestful and minimal reinvention 
of DIY punk rock . Elvis wears heavy shades and races round to grapple a 
microphone. A drum machine disproves the notion of rhythm as a stabile 
force, the frontwoman is as ferocious as she is small: two temporary 
guitarists provide a ragged, ribald rendering of 1 979's finer moments. 

The Polly Shang Kuan Band follows: a strange array of improvised 
instruments - a saw, floored soundboard, pipes, and exotic stuff to blow 
down. Their one lengthy, noisy number chases us all the way into the 
theatre's gardens, one friend muttering "Coil", all agreed this music is 
far more fun to make than listen to. 

I miss Electrelane. Everyone says the next day, their set was rampant, 
untouchable, on fire but... y'know... fuck it. I once walked out on Nick 
Cave's Birthday Party in their prime because I physically couldn't watch 
a note of their set after just having had the ground whipped away from 
under my feet by Ed Kuepper's devastating jazz-led post-Saints combo 
The Laughing Clowns - and I make no apologies for not sticking around 
after Af rirampo. Bands like this only appear about every two decades. 

Where to begin? The costumes, the war-paint, the frantic bursts 
of rhythm and laughter, the mood-swings into silent pantomime and 
psychedelic comedown, the foray into the audience at the end with 
an entire drumkit, punters hammering appreciation long after 
Afrirampo leave the building, dozens of people up on stage craning 
incredulous. . .the staccato drum breaks, the whoops, the cheers, the 
casual way Oni and Pika cast aside decades of convention and poise 



to create anew, alive and appreciative to every last nuance of the 
music... the hand movements. Pika leaps three feet into the air from 
sitting. Oni punches the air and screams "Bright-on!" before rushing to 
hide her body. This would be high comedy if it weren't such high art. 
Right now I have no critical facilities left. (ET) 

Sunday, Engine Rooms 

Today- and, indeed the whole weekend - is about community, a sense 
of belonging. Those who want to watch, can. Those who don't, smoke 
and sit crushed alongside walls in an alcove, like a school disco waiting 
to begin. Dudes! The music is all around you! Or one can examine the 
fanzine and art and homemade T-shirt and record stalls, eat cake or even 
an excellent vegan curry made up out of ingredients salvaged from skips. 
And there are films, spoken word and workshops (Confronting White 
Privilege, the obligatory Female Ejaculation) happening elsewhere. 
Helen McCookerybook's sweet, cello-tinted, acoustic tales of dismay 
and happiness are submerged under the babble of excited chatter, as are 
most of solo French chanteuse Vale Poher's much angrier and forlorn 
musings. It doesn't matter, though. Today is fun. Poher strikes her guitar 
with a passion verging on the vitriolic - her deceptively gentle, post-Cat 
Power songs simmer uneasily with displacement and solitude. 

Afire alarm takes place during cellist Bela Emerson's droning (no 
insult intended) set. We troop back down the stairs, and she's still sawing 
and teasing her way through her one, electron ica-fettered number: a 
short set, but everything runs late at Ladyfest. She's back a few minutes 
later as part of the male-led Brighton improv combo, the magnetic Pool 
Cleaner. A shaven-headed guitarist skewers his instrument and shouts 
words of insurrection while another man sits at the back humming to his 
toy accordion. Shards, harsh jagged flecks of distaste and radicalism: Pool 
Cleaner are absolutely scouring. I can take or leave Caroline Martin's 
folksy lamenting, except for her excruciating cover of 'Teenage Kicks', 
which makes me want to slap Chan Marshall for starting the whole 
craze of slowing down songs till they're bereft of all meaning. 

In fairness, the crowd adores her. 

Brighton's Bat For Lashes are magical and ennui-laced, in a very 
Gretchen-out-of-Slumber Party way, or- more obviously- Kate Bush 
manner. It's all very 'teenager writing secret diaries', enchanting and 
harmony-driven. Three female violinists double up on percussion. The 
keyboardist has at least as good a trill and warble as main singer Natasha. 
'Mr Hypnotist' is alluring indeed. Their gothic sound is out-of-place 
among the spiky post-1 992 Riot Grrrl bands and solo acoustic artists, 
but wonderfully so. Thank fuck for diversity. 

Ill Ease surprises me. I'm damn tired - baby talk- but this music is so 
invigorating. Think I'll stay another 45 minutes more. Samples, countless 
samples, mingle and intermingle with one another in an off-key, off- 
rhythm way (imagine Electrelane grown up with three left feet) and are 
then added to, distorted, distended, casually, carefully by solo member 
Liz Sharp. On guitar, she's sharp and oddly soothing. On drums, she's 
a flurry of intoxication: girls whirl past, waltzing, promenading and 
punching the air in delight. 

Sound problems plague Spider & The Webs. James' guitar crashes 
in and out. Chris from COCO's drumming is thumping mad. Feedback 
hums. It all merely increases the tension, the sense of occasion. Tobi Vail 
-dressed, as Tobi Vail, in her trademark shades and stripy T-shirt -is 
mesmerising, a solid blister of indignation and gentler all-summer girl 
pop. This is classic DIY punk rock. Single 'Do You Really Wanna' is 
screamed out full-throttle, as post-Bikini Kill as it gets. For 'Bacon Achin', 
two Ladyfest Olympia girls clamber on stage shaking, writhing and 
screaming along. Fun! Fun! TheTronics' early Eighties garage cult classic 
'Shark Fucks' is reverentially decimated, Roky Erickson's 'Save Me' is 
unrecognisable under the fuzz (a compliment). Fun! Fun! Fun! 

My critical facilities remain on strike for the duration. (ET) 
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Animal Collective declare war upon 
conformity with joyous noise and dancing feet 



Deaken is spinning around in a dervish ecstasy, 
shimmying from foot to foot, stroking crystal 
notes from his electric guitar. Avey Tare is 
hunched at the mic, growling, yelping, 
stuttering. Away at the back, Panda Bear 
is stooped over his drums, head down, hair 
hanging low over his face, rattling out insect 
tattoos on the rims. Centre-stage, Geologist's 
head-lamp sweeps from side to side over his 
wires and switches as he shakes his head back 
and forth, eyes closed, lost in manipulations 
and waves of minute change. 

There's an unexpected energy rising, 
a joyous, irresistible surge starting deep in 
the heart and fizzing up into the brain. It's the 
climb to the top of a rollercoaster when you're 
10 years old. It's the heart-thumping thrill of 
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your first kiss. It's that first solo bike i 
looking over your shoulder, seeing your dad 50 
yards away, knowing you did it all by yourself 
and that nothing will ever be the same again. 

And this, too, must end with a fall. Just 
when the inexorable climb begins to seem 
unbearable, unsustainable, impossible, the 
sweetness tips over into guttural cries, 
pounding rhythm, swathes of noise: a black, 
earthy swamp of electricity and blood. 

This is Animal Collective onstage at 
London's Scala and there's not an acoustic 
guitar in sight. Witnessing this raw barrage, 
it seems harder than ever to understand how 
this band earned the freak-folk tag so many 
gave them. This is no nostalgia trip; this music 
is reaching for the future. More accurately, it's 



somehow managed to reconcile technology 
and nature, a Utopia that is both advanced 
and bucolic. This, in a sense, is perfection. 

The following evening I meet the band outside 
the BBC's Maida Vale studios in west London. 
They've just finished recording and mixing an 
acoustic radio session in a record three hours. 
They're exhausted: hanging around the van, 
killing time, preparing for an early start and 
a trip to Amsterdam. Only Panda Bear, aka 
Noah Lennox, is prepared to come to the pub 
with me. He's tired and diffident, but keen to 
try some Guinness. 

We take the opportunity to bury the freak- 
folk misnomer that was so brutally slaughtered 
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at the Scala the night before. What better 
way than to deny the very existence of the 
whole scene? 

"In my opinion," Noah insists, "Devendra's 
the only new-folk guy. He's the sole member 
of that group. It's always been his thing. He's 
what it is." 

So just how did Animal Collective find 
themselves in this non-existent ghetto? 
Despite the denial, Noah seems to have 
a weary understanding of the pigeonholing 
that accompanied the release of their glorious, 
ambient-acoustic 2004 album Sung Tongs: 

"That record got a lot of attention at a time 
when that sort of acoustic new-folky shit was 
getting popular so I feel liketheyjustkindof 
lumped us in there. Also because we were from 




New York and that was supposed to be one of 
birthplaces of that sort of sound." 

You can't help feeling this is one of the 
last times they're going to have to explain 
this. On the evidence of their blistering live 
performances and the exquisite electro-psych- 
pop of the new album, Feels, Animal Collective 
are fully embracing the future. 

"I have no desire to do anything that's 
been done before, or do anything retro at all," 
concurs Noah. "It just doesn't feel exciting to 
meatall. I think I can speakforall of us when 
I say that we're all reaching for something that 
isn't quite there yet, trying to look forward." 

Certainly, Animal Collective on tour in 
Europe in 2005 is a very different outfit from 
the one seen here in recent years, playing 



support slots for Four Tet and Mum with 
meandering, reverb-laced, acoustic guitar, 
tribal drumming and chanting vocals. But 
Noah's a little defensive when I suggest that 
this is an exercise in confounding expectations. 

"It's a conscious decision to do something 
different," he says, "but we're not trying to 
trick anybody. I feel like it's more as we get 
bored with certain sounds and certain ways 
of doing things, we're just way more excited 
to try out instruments we haven't really played, 
effects and equipment we haven't really used 
before. We try to go for new sounds, try to 
surprise ourselves." 

It's not just themselves they're surprising. 
The current shows are bursting with electrical 
power, with Geologist's electronic treatments 
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'We try to surprise ourselves 1 



- Panda Bear 



and manipulations ripping apart and 
reassembling the songs, pushing the energy 
almost into the realm of techno. Of course, 
it's the first time in a while we've seen all four 
members of the Animal Collective franchise 
together, and the energy they are able to 
summon up between them is staggering. 

Nowthat they're filling big venues, there 
must be some pressure to shape what they 
do. The Scala gig may have been one long 
continuous set with brief improvised passages 
of electronic noise, but for the most part it was 
recognisable tunes - new and old - segueing 
neatly into each other. Also, it's a natural stage 
in their evolution from an underground band 
to an act with a well-loved back catalogue 
breaking through into a wider consciousness. 

"It's different when people who have heard 
the music before are coming to the shows. On 
our first two UK tours nobody knew who we 
were, really," Noah comments. "Whereas 
now I feel people come to the show ready to 
be engaged in what's going on, and we totally 
respond to that energy." 

What this really means is that Animal Collective 
have fans: notjustmusosand hipsters, but kids 
with painted faces and feathers in their hair, 
tapping into a buoyant, feral excitement that's 
more Swallows And Amazons than Lord Of 
The Flies. It's another facet of their Utopian 
vision: the band create a world where no one 
ever gets embarrassed and everyone can dress 
up, dance and express themselves . 



"It's a reflection of our approach to the 
music," says Noah, "which is kind of like a child 
might have, awestruck and really super open- 
minded, trying not to have any, 'This is the way 
you play guitar' or, 'This is the way you write 
a song'. To a kid, the possibilities are endless." 

It's this sense of possibility that makes Feels 
so fascinating: a clutch of hyperactive, Ritalin- 
rush ditties that sound like a cross between XTC 
and a dosed-up They Might Be Giants bookend 
a 20-minute suite of cracked lullabies. As well 
as the prominence of electric guitar (and lack 
of acoustic), the album is most striking for its 
use of rhythm and Noah's drums in particular 
-a kind of 'Antmusic' freak-out, all rim shots 
and cymbal crashes. Noah explains: "I used to 
play a full kit; I was trying to do new stuff with 
it, but after a while I felt it was holding me 
back. So, instead of getting more drums, 
I started simplifying, and playing on the rims 
a whole lot more. I'm a big minimal techno 
fan and I like that sort of clicky-clacky sound." 

Feels, like previous albums Spirit They've 
Gone, Spirit They've Vanished, from 2000, 
and 2001 's Danse Manatee, shines with pop 
melodies - but ones that are buried beneath 
layers of complexity so that, in trying to find 
the song, listeners are forced into a creative act 
of discovery. Noahexplainsthatthisisa 
product of the band's collaborative approach: 

"When somebody brings in a really simple 
melody or song structure, it gets fed through all 
our minds and we all put our little piece into it. 
The song gets confused somewhere in there." 



So what role does improvisation play in 
this process? 

"Less than it used to. When we first started 
playing together, we used to just go into the 
room and make stuff up all the time. We don't 
do that so much any more." 

Feels , says Noah, is "Kind of like our 
most 'rock' record in a way", but the group's 
restlessness means it's unlikely to signal 
a general shift in that direction. "We're all 
kind of wincing a little," he laughs. "With all 
the new songs we're doing, it's like 'let's take 
the guitar out, let's not use a guitar'. We've 
gone heavily into just sounds and samples. 
That seems to be the vibe of the day." 

It all sounds so simple, so playful, but I can't 
help feeling there's a serious message here 
too. In an age of creeping philistinism, senseless 
commerciality and heartless control, the 
freedom that Animal Collective represent 
is a political statement, a call to arms to resist 
conformity and experience the world on your 
own terms. 

"It's implicit," agrees Noah. "We're not 
shouting in anybody's faces. It's more a 'lead 
by example' thing." He becomes serious 
for a moment: "I believe in the goodness of 
people. I know people do shitty things and 
they make mistakes but I believe that people 
are intrinsically just good. Maybe I'm a stupid, 
hopeful person, but I certainly believe in the 
goodness of life and of living." 

Perhaps it's this viewpoint that explains 
the generosity behind Animal Collective's work, 
and their mission to inject joyous, childlike 
wonder into the minds of their listeners. 

Probably everyone remembers the day 
when they were seven years old and realised 
that the fairy tales weren't real, that 
superheroes weren't really patrolling the 
skies: the day the magic dies, smothered by 
adult reasoning. I'm so glad Animal Collective 
are giving us back the magic. 
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the go! team 




'I'm naturally attracted to action- 
packed things' -ian 



Ninja: "I've always thought: people who know what 
to do with their life, they're so lucky. People would 
say: I wanna be a vet! I wanna be a nurse! I wanna 
be a lawyer! Like, when I was younger, I couldn't 
decide. I wanted to be an astronaut, I wanted to 
be a mad scientist, I wanted to fly planes; I wanted 
to be famous. I knew I liked English, thought maybe 
I wanted to be a writer, I did chemistry, I did biology, 
I did drama, I went to university and discovered that 
I'm quite good at filming. I was gonna go into 
advertising. I couldn't work in an office." 

Ian: "We did South By Southwest and I was still in 
my day job, in television. That was weird, coming 
back from America and having to get up and get on 
with, I don't know, Animals In The Movies, I think 
that's what I was working on. It was for Animal 
Planet. I've done stuff for lots of people. When I left 
the job I was in the middle of a documentary on the 
Nazis' quest to build a flying saucer. A few of my 
ideas were made into programmes. One was about 
teachers who have affairs with their pupils. One was 
about sleepwalkers who've killed in their sleep. " 

hip hopscotch 

I got this seven-inch when I was little. It was by 
a cartoon combo called The Chillin' Krew which, 
if my memory serves, comprised an indigo dog, 
a rapping 'supafly girl', a pink diamante-clad 
kitten, some Technicolor aliens, a smiling lion 
and a winking supernova in a skip cap. They were 
a carnival of scuzz, grafitti, hip hop, fake brass, girl- 
pop, playtime, bodypopping: sunshine. Their single 
was called Too Much Fun'. 

This is the only 'band' I can think of that are 
anything - anything - like The Go! Team. 

When The Go! Team discharged their debut 
album Thunder, Lightning, Strike in 2004, they 
unleashed a homemade, rough-hewn barrage 
of colour whose dizzying force was only surpassed 
by the outfit's rabble-rousing live shows, in which 
cartwheels, multiple drummers, sonic fireworks, 
breakdancing, beaming and breathless reactions 
came as standard. 



Now, with a Mercury Music Prize nomination 
and a sell-out American tour under their 
sweatbands, the gritty pop troupe - from 
Brighton, London, Germany and Japan - are 
set to release a new single, 'Ladyflash', in January 
(replete with Kevin Shields' megamix, MBVfanz) 
and they're embarking on their biggest UK tour 
in February. Missing them is not an option. 

The aforementioned Ninja - (rapper, singer: 
human dynamo) and Ian Parton (guitar, harmonica, 
percussion: mastermind), are joined by Sam Dook 
(guitar, drums, banjo), Jamie Bell (bass) Chi Fukami 
Taylor (drums) and Kaori Tsuchida (recorder, guitar, 
melodica, keyboards, glockenspiel, backing vocals). 
Between them, they kick up a grainy, glorious blow- 
out of playground mantras; karate kix; hopscotch; 
handclaps; fanfares; Bollywood; bouncing. 
Think Vince Guaraldi train-surfing with Le Tigre. 
Think Lollapalooza as performed by cheerleaders. 
Scratch that. 

culture jamming 

I'm in a Brighton pub with cordial Go! Team 
brainiac Ian, who recorded Thunder, Lightning 
Strike by himself and swiftly recruited a gaggle of 
dynamic, precocious musicians to play it live. The 
bar is bedecked with sherbet lemons, skateboards, 
old-skool viewfinders; Twister games, Transformers, 
strawberry bonbons; Pac-Man, skipping ropes, 
old film posters. Ian is endeavouring to define the 
'manic', 'relentless' music to which he is drawn, by 
serenading me: 

"That song on the Rocky soundtrack, 'Going The 
Distance', you know it? Ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba," 
he chants in an animated featherweight stylee. 
"That's a bit of a blueprint. And a lot of military 
band stuff," he stirs, "and you know the Ennio 
Morricone song, 'My Name Is Nobody'? [He whistles 
the hook for the benefit of the tape.] I like that kind 
of balance between happy and melancholy. And," 
he raves, "there's this song called 'Groovin' With 
Mr Blow', it's like urn, harmonica, piano, bass and 
drums [he hums the hook for the benefit of my 
ignorance]. That's like The Go! Team, in a way." 



The album's woozy closing track, 'Everyone's 
A VIP', conjures that sweet melancholy: it's got an 
urban cowboy feel about it. 

"Yeah, I've had this interest in the feel of New 
York for quite a while," he resumes, "you know 
-Woody Allen, Sesame Street, Central Park, Glenn 
Branca, Midnight Cowboy." His speech speeds up; 
his hands patter beats on the beer-lacquered table: 
"The idea of a Double Dutch team and Sonic Youth 
jamming together, that's kind of a goal. " 

He's a kamikaze culture jam of effervescent 
reference points. He can't stop: "Phil Spector stuff, 
Bikini Kill, felt pen on photographs. Eighties street- 
corner rapping isn't a world away either. Some 
people say it's gimmicky, or novelty, but I just think 
it's another world of opportunity. " 

And the world, it appears, is set to embrace 
them: The Go! Team have toured Japan, Australia 
and Europe, and have just returned from their 
second State-side outing. 

"The album's been out in the US for a few weeks 
now, " Ian tells me. "We had to clear a lot of samples 
before we could officially release it, but people 
have been downloading it for a year, so when we 
first went over we sold out almost everywhere. " 

He details crowd-surfing; his first ever stagedive; 
bringing a playground of school kids onstage. 

"One of the highlights of the American trip," 
Ian continues, "was that we got an email from one 
of the writers from The Simpsons. He'd been to one 
of our shows in the summer and he said, 'When you 
come to LA, why not come along to a table read?'" 
Parton's eyes still register surprise. "So we went 
and it was like, kind of a meeting room with, you 
know, Homer over there, Bart over there, Matt 
Groening and everyone," he continues, "and they 
read through the episode from start to finish. Ninja 
filmed Homer going, 'Hey, Go! Team!'" 

miss dynamo 

" Yeaaaah ! Amazing ! " Ninja applauds and takes 
charge of the tale from a red-burnished Mexican 
cafe in Camden. "And apparently, right, they do the 
script and then they literally send it off to Korea, and 
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'I wanna be a cartoon! I wanna be a 
comic! I wanna be a watch!' -Ninja 



the people in Korea put The Simpsons together! " 
Her banoffee pie pings sky-high from her fork at the 
shock. "They make the whole thing over there - and 
apparently they don't even speak English ! It takes 
a year," she reels. "It's only 25 minutes long! And 
the actors - they only have to work for an hour 
a day! That's my dream job," she grins. "So, I might 
invent my own cartoon. 

"I've already told the writers I'm gonna hound 
them," she races, eyes ablaze. "You know, lots of 
different ideas, like, about a black girl from London. 
I could go over there, or they could come over here 
for an episode - whatever, " she shrugs at the ease 
with which this could happen; with which anything 
could happen. 

"I just told them, you know, your English voices 
are rubbish. Mind you, they have some strange 
ideas about the British over there, " she flatly asserts. 
"There was this one guy who didn't know there 
were black people in England," she opines. "This 
black guy came up to me, he was about 40 or 50 
years old, and he was like, 'Hey, where you from?' 
And I was like, London. And he's like, 'London? 
You're a sister, and you're from London?' I go, 'Yes'. 
And he goes, 'Oh ma god! I gotta call ma wifel '" 

"So he takes out his mobile phone," she 
persists in disbelief, "and he calls his wife and he 
says, 'Get this! I'm taking to a sister, and she from 
England ! Yeeeah ! ' And then he goes, 'Talk to 
ma wife! ' And he shoves the phone at me and I'm 
like, 'Hello there, yes, I am a sister. Yes, I am from 
London.' And then he's like, 'Are there many of you 
over there?'" she staggers her spoon round her ice 
cream, gobsmacked. "Turns out he was a maths 
teacher: a supposedly educated man. " 
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Their tales are as vivid as the music itself: the 
kitchen-sink dramas and interstellar sketches 
suggest they could have come from - and could 
go -anywhere. 

"Japan's been my favourite place so far," Ninja 
accelerates. "That was the one place I always really 
wanted to play. It was, like, a culture shock and it's 
all bright colours and lights," she marvels. "I think 
The Go! Team is really Japanese. I want to learn to 
speak Japanese." 

"Yeah, Japan was great," agrees Ian, "there 
were all these Go! Team flags, and there were these 
three girls in T-shirts with THE GO ! TEAM - one 
word on each -just walking around. That was pretty 
special. I guess it's a dream to do well in Japan." 

I ask Ninja if she ever saw the watches and 
comics fashioned by Japanese Bis fans, and 
suggest that Japan would go similarly crazy for 
The Go! Team. 

"Oh wow! Watches?" 

Yeah, like Casio Baby G watches, but with Bis 
as cartoon characters on the face. 

" Really? Wooah ! " She snivels, pouts into her 
pineapple juice. "I wanna be a cartoon!" She 
frowns, fakes-up some tears. "I wanna be a comic! " 
She cries louder. " I wanna be a watch ! Oh man ! " 

energy flash 

The Go! Team's energy is everywhere: in their name, 
in their form, in their music, in their punctuation. 
And in their song titles - 'Panther Dash', 'Bottle 
Rocket', 'Lady Flash' - they're hyperactive, 
onomatopoeic, they convey and reinforce The Go! 
Team aesthetic. Did the titles determine the music, 
or follow it? 



"I got the song names late, literally when I was 
going to press," Ian confesses. "It's all about 
slogans, really. There's no great meaning to it, 
but anything that jumps out at you is what I'm 
attracted to, whether it's an image of a tiger 
[strikes tiger pose with teeth-baring 'raaaaarr! '] 
or a flash, or a skid, or... I'm naturally attracted 
to action-packed things," he admits. 

I suggest that The Go! Team's clash of 
sloganeering and soundtrack fetishism must 
appeal to advertisers. 

"I've turned down every advert request so far, " 
Parton states. "I've had offers from petrol, phone 
companies, beers -all of which would have been, 
I don't know, enough to buy half a house probably. 
I kind of swing behind guilt and pride on that," he 
smiles. "Ijust hate the idea of a band becoming 
known through an advert. I think that's just the 
most dangerous thing. " 

But think of all that money! What would you 
spend it on? 

"Urn... dunno. I'd maybe buy a trampoline," 
he shrugs, and smiles again. 

hit squad 

So there you have it. 

Maybe you need someone to speak Japanese, 
or to make a cartoon, or to pose for a watch, or to 
make like kungfu. 

Maybe you need someone to mess with your 
senses, halt sleepwalker carnage, incite stage 
invasions or wreak aural damage. 

You need the best action heroes. You need 
sky-high trampolines. And baby, you must have 
The Go! Team. 
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el perro del mar 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Chance encounter. 

There's a redheaded woman, prim, pert, seated 
with hands folded and a Chihuahua on her lap. 
There's a piece of candy in the gutter. Pick it up. Pick 
it up. I'm at a festival in Sweden, ducking in and out 
of hallways, brushing through gusts of beer and 
sweat, when suddenly. . .there's a voice. A voice 
that reminds me of distant laughter hanging on the 
breeze, an underground river tunnel, dogs spraying 
ocean-water over your clothes, Canadian shopping 
precincts. It's a voice full of promise and desire and 
hidden conversations. It's a voice, female, Swedish: 
just a voice and a few gentle acoustic arrangements. 
Doesn't it always start this way? 

" I'm singing in a different way than I've ever 
done," explains Sarah. "I don't sing because I want 
my voice to sound beautiful or clean, I sing because 
I want to express. I want to express ambivalence 
between happiness and sadness. Clash the two 
together, it's much more interesting than doing 
something that is plainly happy or sad." 

Sol move in closer- me and my friend Cristof 
who once ran City Slang. We're enraptured. I recall 
an ancient London venue, the saddest train journey 
of my life - 1 8 hours through Germany along the 
Rhine, chucked, fucked-over, with only a tape of 
Jane Siberry for company. These songs lingered 
long after the meaning had gone. Now my memory 
is an empty signifier for a sense of self I can never 
hope to recapture. Cristof. . .well, who knows 
what he is thinking? This is the man who signed 
both Hole and Stars. Dissolute empathy. 

"I started singing before I started talking," 
continues Sarah. "When I was a child, I listened to 
lots of classical music, romantic pieces, Beethoven, 
Mozart. Something made me want to go onstage, 
but I don't dream of that now. I wanted to record 
when I first saw a piano: touching it, exploring it. 
It made me realise I can compose, write and take 
matters into my own hands. " 

We hang around after the show. Look vaguely 
important. Enthuse quietly. Investigate. There's 
a man with a laptop taking notes: ah, the record 
company. And then there's the frame for The Voice, 
Sarah - El Perro Del Mar, the dog of the sea. We 
exchange agree to meet up in between Teenage 
Fanclub and Wolf Eyes and snatch a cup of coffee 
Swap an anecdote or two. 

"I had no real idea when I started doing this," 
Sarah says. "I'd stopped making music for quite 
a long time. I took a trip to a Spanish island, 
a vacation. I was depressed. I happened to see 
a dog on the shore, homeless. There was something 
about that dog that made me think about myself 
and why I had become the way I was at that time. 
When I got home I started making music again, for 
my own sake, to make myself feel better, starting 
anew in everyway." 

Beautiful chance encounters. Sarah has released 
a split single with Jens Lekman and a compilation 
album Look! It's El Perro Del Mar! Sha-la-la-la-la. 

www.elperrodelmar.com 




'There was something 
about that dog' 
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test icicles 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Eva Vermandel 

kicking_k exchanged emails with the 
MySpace band along with 14 # 956 
friends. This is what occurred 

D'you ever get bored of reading 
how kerr-razy you are in formulaic 
articles shat out by cold-eyed hacks 
between nicotine patches? 

Or has the press actually 
been commendably accurate, 
thankyouverymucn? 

"Nah. Idunno..." 

A lot of people hate you from the 
moment they hear yr name. I stopped 
hating yr name when I realised 
it filtered those people - musos, 
generally -out. 

Was that the plan, or just 
a happy accident? 

"Well, when B Rabbit stepped on 
stage for the second time in one week, 
that was intense, it took guts. He killed 
them out there and none of those sucker 
MCs could answer back. " 

How does it feel to be championed 
as the Heavy Alternative to the 
current crop of Britpop Afterbirths 
by the NME1 



"That's obviously Slipknot who have 
that crown and have had it for a good 
few years." 

Musically, the one thing that nails 
the sound for me, is Devonte's 
admission that Slipknot changed 
his life - in terms of their modular/ 
mutant start/stop/360 song 
structure etc. 

I have it on good authority 
that Slipknot look like computer 
programmers behind their masks. 

Hate them now or love 
them more? 

"I will always love Slipknot. That riff 
never gets tiresome." 

A lot of people are banging on about 
how into mashing genres you are, 
but it seems to me truer to say you're 
into cannibalising whatever sounds 
(from wherever) then regurgitating 
them into bigger sounds and messier 
songs - like the ninja code, where 
'everything' is a potential weapon. 

Right? Wrong? 

"We're all vegetarians. That's actually 
a lie. ..maybe." 

I don't doubt the sincerity of yr 
commitment to yr metal brethren, 
but has that scene taken notice at all? 
So far as I can see from yr press pack, 
it's all joyriding hype-appropriating 



irony-riddled indie types who are 
giving you props. It's probably for 
the best, though - 1 took a look at my 
housemate's Metal Hammer and it 
was full of the Most Humourless 
People in the World 2005. 

Have you ever played to one of 
those crowds? If so, what did they 
do? If not, would you like to? 

"Well, if you want my opinion, I think 
metal died when Morrissey went solo. " 

Keane's songs are about picnics in 
the woods with ruddy-faced talking 
animals. Coldplay's songs are about 
RomComs and Trade Agreements. 
The Kaiser Chiefs enthuse about 



'I will always 
love Slipknot' 



how 'ace' it is to be indie, and not like 
'chavs'. Test Icicles... 

"For your information, that wild Indian 
photo happens to be 'stylin'. You don't 
know what you're talking about. " 

Test Icicles' For Screening Purposes Only 
is available now at yr favourite ironic 
indie emporium. 

www.testicicles.co.uk 
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new england roses 

Words: Beth Capper 
Illustration: Bruce Ingram 



speech 

words: Melissa Bradshaw 
photography: CJ Clarke 



"One time, me and Sarah were 
asked to do a track with Barr's band 
Dogg and Pony," says JD Samson 
(LeTigre), recalling her college 
days with New England Roses 
bandmates Brendan Fowler (Barr) 
and Sarah Shapiro. 

"We decided to be a drunk 
librarian and her assistant. We went 
to the thrift store; I got this tiny red 
sweatshirt that said IBM on the front 
and some tight red sweatpants and 
Sarah got a librarian costume and 
a clock that she hung around her 
neck. We did a song called 'I Broke 
Up With You First, I Just Forgot To Tell 
You' and then proceeded to drink 4 
oz of old English malt liquor each, 
while dancing to Michael Jackson's 
Thriller on an eight track in my dorm, 
until we finally passed out. " 



like that. There are even moments 
when you can hear a car going by. We 
also recorded some of it at my friend 
Emily's house in Los Angeles. She has 
a room that is entirely chalkboard, so 
you can write on the walls. " 

On tour with Le Tigre, taking time 
off in a parking lot in Utah, JD sits 
sipping beer, playing Neutral Milk 
Hotel from her laptop. The midnight 
blue sky jars against the burning red 
rock jutting up all around us, and we 
sit and watch as fork lightning splits 
somewhere in the distance. 

It's one of those indelible 
moments: music, excitement and 
anticipation suffusing the humid 
night air. New England Roses make 
songs that feel like those moments; 
breaking through into the outside 
world, brightening the dreary malaise. 



'We decided to cover the Tracy 
Chapman record in its entirety' 



JD, Sarah and Brendan chime 
together in imperfect unison: "Fuck 
anybody who takes away your grin, " 
while giggling like teenage girls at 
a slumber party. 

Their songs are flecked with the 
sort of humour that is borne out of 
only the most intimate of friendships 
- the sharing of a private joke with 
an impenetrable punchline. They have 
spent the last three years snatching 
at moments between other projects 
to create music together. 

"We made the record partly under 
my bed," saysJD. "I have a loft bed 
and Sarah and Barr came over for 
a couple of days. It was cold, so we 
got under it and recorded everything 



Songs fuelled by emotion and 
friendship, made by three people 
brought together by their individual 
eccentricities - and a mutual love for 
Tracy Chapman. 

"The record and band started 
because we decided to cover the 
Tracy Chapman record in its entirety," 
recalls JD. "We wanted to celebrate 
the songs of the past that have 
pushed us to feel certain emotions. 
After about three songs, we came 
up with a bunch of our own. 

"At that point it felt right for us to 
throw it all together onto one record 
and call it Face Time with Son. " 

www.killrockstars.com 

www.barrbarr.com 



I hate transcribing my interviews. 
People have told me they love my 
childish voice, but when I hear it 
played back I cringe at its bizarre mix 
of wiggerisms, East Anglian lilts and 
self-conscious hesitation. I have to put 
my voice aside and pretend it's not 
part of me. But I love Speech's voice. 
I'd say it had a girlishness, but then 



imagination and there's fucking great 
jokes, like a love duet descending into 
an argument. She's got ideas. 

" It's difficult to say where I get 
them from, it's just whatever the 
beat's telling me. I feel if it's a happy 
song, if it feels a bit sad, if it feels like I 
need to tell a story. How I get the idea, 
as in concepts - 1 just try to not to do 



'If I do a love song, I have to put 
a bit of harshness in there!' 



I think of the patronising adjectives 
like 'vulnerability' that are always used 
to praise female artists (there was 
a salient interview with Lisa Maffia 
I'll always hate). 

Speech is not vulnerable. 

I ask if she's ever had the same 
problem. "I like the fact that you said 
that! I'm still not comfortable with my 
voice, to listen to it back. I feel like it's 
too high-pitched and I'm like, 'You're 
not supposed to be liking this!' But 
now that other people are liking it, 
when I'm listening to it I'm trying to 
see why they like it. You're not used 
to hearing your own voice; my voice 
sounds really deep to me! 

"But more than likely it probably 
has been the one thing that's got me 
the attention. It's my strong point, 
and something I have to work with. 
That's what people wanna hear, 
sol'vejustgottodoit." 

And I've got to say, the voice 
is what drew me to her; but now 
I've got her demo (she's unsigned) 
I'm thrilled by more than that. There's 
a flow that moves seamlessly between 
controlled thoughtfulness and 
confident verve. There's experience, 



what other people are doing. There's 
no point in me making something 
that's playing on the radio. 

" I'm trying to come from a 
different angle all the time. If I do 
a love song, I have to put a bit of 
harshness in there!" 

Is Speech a persona? 

" Hmm. Them lot [her crew, First 
Love] say when I do shows I'm all right 
but I don't see it as all right, I see it 
as a bit weak, " she says. "Them lot 
reckon I've got a bit of a persona on 
stage -I don't know." 

Crew member Shortman breaks 
it down: "When you see an artist and 
they're established, they've already 
got their thing on stage - with 
Speech it's all pure, but there's 
so much more to come from her 
as a performing artist. 

"You've already done the music, 
and writing; you're feeling that 
energy, you've got that already, 
but once it comes alive there'll 
be more shocks." 

Those are shocks I'll be glad 
to have. 
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why i love... robyn 

Words: Nicola Meighan 
Illustration: Lady Lucy 

Swedish pop princess Robyn's new album is a Madonna- 
trumping arsenal of catchy tunes # heartbreak and knitwear 




BONG! "Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you: 
queen of queen bees; lioness ofJudah; wartime 
consigliere to the Cosa Nostra!" 

BONG ! "Phoenix from the ashes risen; 
undefeated, undisputed; two-time recipient of 
the Nobel Prize for Super Foxiest Female. . . ever! " 

BONG! "Listen. You cannot stop this. You 
cannot escape this. And you can't turn it off. Sir 
or ma'am, respectfully, please: Turn. It. The. Fuck. 
Up... Do it!" 

BONG! 

Woah! And turn it up I shall, my boom-voiced, 
spurting, eager emcee -'cause baby, I just love 
nickel-quiffed Swedish pop robophile Robyn, me. 
And my heart expands as you catalogue her charms 
on the absolutely factual 'Curriculum Vitae' - the 
opening shot on her eponymous new album: 
champagne fizzes and heroic gongs toll. 

"World record holder with a high score of 
twogazillion in Tetris!" you resume in sweaty 
tumescence, as rhythms swell. "She used to whoop 
schoolboy ass! Too hot to wear tight sweaters!" 

BONG! You ejaculate, spent. 

But hey, my man, you dropped these plaudits: 
adviser to Stockholm's museum of modern art! 
Erstwhile recipient of Britney writing credits and two 
Nineties hits in the Stateside charts! High-empress 
of uber-imprint Konichiwa! A brassy union of 
Beyonce, Cyndi Lauper and Madonna ! Best knitter 
since Einstein's mucker Poincare coined purl stitch 
on a mathematical bender! Best pop offensive since 
Gwen Stefani locked Kate Bush and Missy in sonic 
alliance - and that never actually happened. 

Hark! Robyn approacheth, as the third-party 
reverence of her fifth album's opener yields to the 
call of the heroine herself: on the synth-popping, 
booty-grinding 'Who's That Girl' - exxxstasy. When 
this aural euphoria was recently administered upon 
the good, good people of Sweden, it conquered the 
hit parade, slayed depression, and featured a remix 
that sampled the talent of Jamaica-born slam poet 
Staceyann Chin. Produced by twisted electro pimps 
The Knife, 'Who's That Girl' also boasts a heady, 
shredding bassline that puts the (kitten-heeled) 
boot up Queen's 'I Want To Break Free'. 

If further evidence of Robyn's magnetism 
is required, I direct you to the sweet trash 
bump'n'grind of 'Handle Me' ("You're a selfish 
narcissistic psycho freaking boot-licking Nazi 
creep") and the hot-crotched Scando-rap of 
'Konichiwa Bitches' ("I fill my cups/No need to 
super-size 'em/I'm gifted, all natural and burstin' 
at the seams"- rrrrip !) Whoop ! 



Robyn crowns one inamorato a dud, yet 
condescends to crochet him mittens 



And: wool ! That's right - mohair features 
heavily as metaphor for heartbreak: Robyn crowns 
one inamorato a dud, yet condescends to crochet 
him mittens (on stoner-rock lullaby 'Bum Like You'); 
she delights in the bittersweet anguish of knitwear 
on the boogie-box serenade 'Be Mine': "I saw you 
at the station/You had your arm around what's- 
her-name/She had on that scarf I gave you. ../ 
You looked happy, and that's great/I just miss you. 
That's all. " Then, "You never were and never will 
be mine!" she soars. Violins throb, drumbeats roll, 
and lo! There is happiness in heartbreak. 

Robyn is: skateboards, ice-poles, pet mice, 
furtive porn; fireworks, pocket money, stars, 
summer holidays; climbing frames, valentines, 
peach schnapps, cute boys; palm trees, hair gel, 
dancing, hope. 

"I cry myself to sleep/ In my satin pink sheets, " 
she tunefully sighs - and then: "/ WANTTHUNDER, 
RAIN AND HELL'S BELLS!" she hollers, as Rudra, 
Thor, and Mars - and Madge - buckle at the cult 
of Robyn. 
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radio city Coventry 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet 



Beep beep. Hello there! I've got a car again. Kills the planet for future 
generations and it's great for the school run. Plus it forms my only real 
access to pop-music radio (we've only got a wind-up radio in our house 
and if you think I'm wasting all that exercise on anything other than 
Radio 3, go crunch your abs). At junctions, the DJs make you absent- 
mindedly devise new machines of skin-flaying, salt-spraying torment 
to use every time Sara Cox opens the anus on her face and pinches off 
another turd-in-your-ear. But with an agile hand and one eye on the 
road, I can normally find something we can all sing along to. 

Sealed from prying eyes in myjalopy-capsule 
with a pop-hungry seven-year-old riding shotgun 
and baying for fresh sonic meat, I can dig things 
I can't dig anywhere else: KT Tunstall, Green Day, 
Pussycat Dolls, Natasha Bedingfield, Gwen Stefani, 
the witty parries and thrusts of such keen musical 
minds and common-touch purveyors of hep 
taste as Colin & Edith, Scott Mills, and the drearily 
unstoppable piss-drizzle that is Jo Whiley. 

I suspect the sound of modern British 
mainstream music can be found somewhere 
between the deadends of James Sanger's stunted 
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imagination, Jo Whiley's instantly depressing, 
passion-clogged whining, and the sound when 
one of Chris Martin's Converse hits the Wembley 
stage after another grotesque leap of joy. 

Of course, slurry-faced mangina and all-round 
music fan Zane Lowe is a step too far- enthusiasm's 
one thing but someone who presents a few hours 
of mainly mediocre music as though he's exclusively 
unleashing World War IV onto your wireless is 
a goateed trasher of Reithian principles and 
I condemn him unreservedly. 

Even though it's precisely the brain-blurring 
indeterminacy and repetition of pop radio that 
makes it my favourite public sedative/stimulant, 
there are a few tunes they could slip in between 
all that Daniel Powter rediffusion that might make 
the daily commute a little more exciting. At least 
until I can fix the bastard tape player. 

road sense 

C-mone's 'Second After Second' (Son) could 
change lives if anyone'd let it. Hip hop can still do 
that. In 1 983, Melle Mel's 'White Lines' was played 
at me by an uncaring morning DJ. Everything else 
came after that moment, as far as I'm concerned, 
and I can't help thinking C-Mone could have the 



same life-changing effect on the young and easily skewered on their queasy 
crawl to school. 

'Second After Second' is an incredible single about her mind and the world 
it's pointed at. Generous, funny, funky, thought-provoking, things even a critic 
can't kill for you. Hear it cos it's a person (who fer a change actually isn't a total 
and utter vacuous feather-cut shitwit in a stripy jacket and scarf) communicating 
with you clearly and directly about what's on her mind and in her life. 

Similarly, what a splendid trip-to-the-tip it'd be if my cack-handed clutch- 
control was soundtracked by Sway's 'Download' (Dcypha/Alliance), 
Conspicuous' dreamy 'Write A Song For Me' (H.I.D), Jehst's 'Nuke Proof Suit' 
(White Label), DJ Muggs & GZA's INCREDIBLE 'General Principles' (Up Above), 
or Fat Joe's Timba-f uelled stompa 'Everybody Get Up' (Atlantic). 

Speaking of which: fuck me, US hip hop is actually getting as good as 
the UK again -just pick up Ghostface's fab 'Be Easy' (Def Jam), Jurassic 5's 
typically tropical 'Red Hot' (Up Above), the truly unhealthy Redman feat. 
Ghostface & Ludacris 'Future Thugs' 1 2-inch on Def Jam, and Ras Kass' 
stupendous 'Write Where I Left Off (N/A) if you need proof beyond the shaky 
reasoning and evangelical logic of this wracked devotee. 

RZA & MF Doom's 'Biochemical Equation' (Babygrande) is one of 
the finest Wu-related collaborations ever. The new Color Climax single 
('Jigsaw/Crossfire' on Breakin Bread) is fat as a Sasquatch and could prove 
just as elusive. 

And I've gone on far too long about Foreign Beggars (whose let Go' 
single is out and about on Dented), so now I'll can the hip hop shit and start 
talking about records you lot might actually buy, y'bunch of James Blunts. 

Stereolab's series of three seven-inches for Too Pure are truly things 
of wonder. Dead simple, not really a 'progression' as such, but beautiful, 
beautiful songs: 'InterlockA/isionary Road Maps' suggest the godlike Pram 
and the funkier moments of Insides' 'Euphoria' in that order. 

'Plastic Mile'/'l Was A Sunny Rainphase' is the most FUN they've been since 
'Tone Burst (Country)', pure Sixties-vintage kook-funk of the 50ft Hose variety 
but always unmistakeably Stereolab. 

And 'Kybernetika Babicka Pt1/Pt2' is just gouge: a seamless swell of melody 
and magic and mystery and, as ever, I have no idea what they're singing about. 
That said, I find that singing along with a collection of Robert Browning 

Fuck me, we actually have 
some good bands 




Songs Of Green Pheasant: Hey Hey 
Wilderness (Fat Cat) Softly whispering 
it would kill you. 

Lee Hazlewood: The Night Before 
(Smells Like Records) A song so sharp 
you could stick it in your heart and be 
dying for hours. 

Immaculate Machine: Phone r 

(Mint) The toy band Lindsay 
Buckingham would buy for his son. 

Milton Mapes: Now I Know 
(Bloodshot) Roy Orbison wiping 
the tears from Ryan Adams' face. 



Vords: Slobodan Vujanovic 

ustration: Andrew Clare 



Bosque Brown: Fire Fight (Burnt 
Toast Vinyl) Dear Sir, I wonder 
what would the community think. 
Yrs, Myra Lee. 

Deerhoof: Siriustar (ATP) 

It's a chirpy song once you ski ovc 
the 'Enter Sandman' parts. 



Thousands of 
baby Conor 
Obersts dancing 
in my stomach 



epigrams on my lap seems to do the trick. I love these singles. They make you 
feel at home in outer space. 

And speaking of home I really do have to tell you all about what's going on 
in Coventry right now. Don't panic, don't adjust your security settings, but fuck 
me, we actually have some good bands. 

local heroes 

Great bands, in fact. Oh sure, we always have had (Sawdust Caesers, Souvaris, 
Put Put, TraLaLa and those are just the ones you ain't heard of) but right now, 
summat weird's happening. Students are sticking around, people are pushing 
themselves, the 'scene' that doesn't dare go out has met up and they actually 
quite like each other- basically, it ain't all awful and that's a fucking start. 

Of those that don't actually have singles out yet, I'd point you towards 
The Pigeons for half an hour of top-hatted Beefheart/Yiddish lunacy that 
floors you every time you see it, The Lake Effect for diamond-tight yet hugely 
suggestive cubist fuzz and songs you can't forget, The Freefalls for sounding 
like Blondie bumming The Replacements, The Hearing for refusing to give up 
their Sonic Youth obsessions, and Tawn for being a McFly for uglys. 

Two bands in particular though are tickling my fancy something downright 
presumptuous right now: Honeytrap are four Kate-Bush-obsessed, geek 
gods who make a sound that flourishes with strings, scratchy guitar and an 
unbridled desire to be positively rude with ill-health. Their Toughlove single 
'Andy The Freefaller'/'Death Before The Silver Screen' is one of the most 
instantly catchytransmissions from the minefield of mindfuck that is the 
provinces in a long time. 

Also on Toughlove, The Sequins, ohmyword. . . how do I love thee? 
From a distance actually, cos in person they scare me, but bloody hellfire 'Dear 
Old Bill/Nobody Dreams About Me' (a limited beautifully parcelled seven-inch 
you can get from www.toughloverecords.com) is a thing to cherish and enjoy. 
It's indestructibly great pop music beaten out by a pack of infuriatingly bright 
young things but shot through with just the right amount of lovelorn weariness 
to reveal the players as the irresistible infant fogeys they are. 

Makes y'proud, makes you dance, makes you leave the car at home and 
strut the Cov streets like you should be doing, y'fat fuck. This has been a public 
service broadcast. Don't have nightmares. G'night. 



DJ Scotch Egg: Scotch Land 
(Adaadat) Actually composed 
and played on Scooter's balls. 

Bikini Atoll: The Conversation 
(Bella Union) Song for Drellaheads. 

The Kills: The Void (Domino) 

No, you won't get rid of me. 

Stephen Foster: Oh Susanna 
(Banjo) (Albany) Basic on basic. 

Emmanuel Jal & Abdel Gadir Salim: 
Ya Salam (World Music Network) 

One needs to take a break from the white 
riot and head for the Third World. 

Bearsuit: I Thought You Said You 
Were Blind (Fantastic Plastic) 

Melts like the rocks in God's glass 
of whisky. 

Khanate: Capture (Hydra Head) 

Many people might have told you this 



naked body. 

Lambchop & Hands Off Cuba: Gus 
(City Slang) Squarepusher dancing to 
Sinatra's tune. 

Wolf Parade: Fancy Claps (Sub Pop) 

There are thousands of baby Conor 
Obersts dancing in my stomach to 
this one. 



lorncone 
jateVersio 

Canadian post-rock scene, all playing 
one guitar. 

Pellumair: Iris (Tugboat) Just two 
sad guys sucking the joy out of your 
self-pitying. 

Porn Sword Tobacco: Talk Is Cheap, 
Swords Are Sharp (City Centre 
Offices) Blink of a King Kong's eye. 
It lasts one minute and 1 seconds. 

Cristian Vogel: 1968 Holes 

(Nova Mute) Like Suicide without 
Suicide attempts. 

Sunn 0))): Candlegoat (Southern 
Lord) The spring won't come where this 
is played. 

Amandine: Blood & Marrow 
(Fat Cat) It could have been Neil 
Young's heart as well. 

Bark Psychosis: 400 Winter (Fire) 

Underwater Kinky Love Pale Saints. 

Lotek Hi-Fi: Who's Laughing 
(Big Dada) Where was Fiery Furnaces' 
grandma when this was recorded? 

Radio 94.9 

Sundays at 8PM till 10PM 

mocvestica@yahoo.com 
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Derek -a female friend of Roz's standing in for 
the absent drummer- roars his/her approval. 
That last part is not made up: as we sit in Mono 
the conversation is intermittently hijacked by 
a "Grrrrr!" or an "RRRRR!" Somehow these 
rimal screams are meant to repr 

'As payment I got to 
go for a pint with the 
guy from Urusei' 



Irummer Derek Butters, a mild mann 
wry character, who has recently joined 
guitarist/singer Magnus Hughson and 
singer/bassist Roz Davies to make up the 
triumvirate Miss The Occupier. 

"It's just sort of mundane," Magnus says 
of the name. "You've got the three words for 
thethreefolkintheband," elaborates Roz. 
"We want to just get into the consciousness of 
folk, so this idea of 'the occupier', you know?" 



The 'Miss' refers to you, lassu 
"That's from Derek's side of th 
actually." 

"Grrrrr!" says The Replacement Derek. 
Miss The Occupier may be her main concern, 
but Roz is also an active member of perennial 
almost-about-to-break-through types, 
'osephine, as is Derek. Starting Miss The 
ccupier with friend Magnus while sharing 
■ they've grown in just over a year into 
i the finest, least inimitable bands around 
jsgow, which is no mean feat. 
"The thing about Glasgow, it is really 
ally] healthy," explains Magnus, "which 
..ant. But it does mean there's a hell of 
lot of bands. You probably have to do more 
o stick out." 

But stick out they do. Roz has a striking, 
alluring presence, her voice all sweetness under 
threat of attack. As counterpoint, Magnus's 
cool, laidback delivery belies a turbulent 
underbelly, spitting brilliantly concise courses 
of energetic rock into an enticing sea of layers 
and tones. 

The songs blast Sister-era Sonic Youth 
through ace girl-group melodies, and recall 



icallyoff-centr 
scular angles. An 



rusei Yatsi 
nusicwithsi 
sexy as fuck too. 

The mention of Urusei Yatsura pricks 
up ears. 

"You see them in Partick," mentions 
Magnus. 

"I had a drink with the guy from Urusei 
Yatsura, he was really cool," begins Roz. 
"I was modelling T-shirts for them, simply 
because the guy emailed me and said, 'I've seen 
your band, I want you to model our T-shirts.' 
I went, 'All right then.' But he couldn't pay 
me. " A beat. "As payment I got to go for 
a pint with the guy from Urusei." 

Things have changed, however, and drinks 
with Miss The Occupier are soon to be the indie 
prize of choice for anyone willing to sport 
random articles of clothing. 

Or you could just wait for them to offer 
you something luscious and pink, around seven 
inches in size and hopefully containing some 
devastating tracks. 

"RRRRRR!" says The Replacement Derek, 
head. 



www.misstheoccupier.co 
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rise above records 

words: Joe Stannard 
illustration: Jussi Brightmoore 



Spawned in the mind of Cathedral frontman and 
ex-Napalm Death microphone terroriser Lee 
Dorrian, Rise Above have been dealing 
out the doom for 1 6 years and 

they're still 'eavy, still proud. Primarily fixated on the slower, sludgier 

end of the metal/hardcore spectrum, they've paved the way 

for similar operations such as Man's Ruin, Psychedoomelic 

and Southern Lord, released essential downers from the 

likes of Electric Wizard, Acrimony and Orange Goblin, 

not to mention curios from drone acolytes Sunn 0))), 

controversially whimsical prog minstrels Circulus and NYC's 

awesomely bleak-black doom outfit Unearthly Trance 

(whose second album In The Red is absolutely essential) 

- and are unquestionably one of the greatest things to 
emerge from the golden age of British dole culture. 

"I was in Napalm Death and we were getting loads 
of coverage," recalls Lee. "We were on the cover of the 
NME and there was one time we were on national TV 
four times in one week. The attention we were getting 
was kind of unexpected, and I was still extremely broke. 
But there was a way that I could still be aided, the way 
that Earache and other labels started: the Enterprise 
Allowance Scheme. You had to come up with a 
thousand quid and a business plan. If you got accepted, 
you didn't have to sign on for a year and they'd support 
your business by putting 40 quid a week into your bank 
account. So I could do something I wanted to do, still get 
my dole and housing benefit and also get them off my back. " 

Initially intending Rise Above as an outlet for obscure 
hardcore releases, Lee soon fell under the spell of the bowel- 
vibrating, Sabbath-worshipping, cathartic miserablism of doom. 

"There was a really sparse doom scene, one or two bands 
scattered here and there. You had Candlemass, St Vitus and Trouble 

- bands that people were aware of - but there were other bands like 
Revelation and Penance and no one was giving them a chance because death 
metal was the thing of the moment. I just thought, 'Well, if no one else wants to 
do anything with these bands. ..' That's when it started getting a bit more serious. " 

But being seriously heavy ain't always easy, as Lee knows all too well. 

"It's a full-time job," he confirms. "I take about £300 a month from it. Sometimes I can't 
even take that. Luckily, the rewards are that we get to put some great records out. Especially if I 
look at it now, we've got Circulus, Capricoms, Electric Wizard, Witchcraft, Unearthly Trance. . . " 

Do you have metal in your veins? Really? Jesus. You'd better seek help from Dr Dorrian. 
New heavy medicines available now from Taint, Capricoms and sHEAVY. Get well soon. 

www.riseaboverecords.com 
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Oxes 

Words: Daniel Trilling 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 



Girls, let me tell you about Default Boy. He doesn't think. He operates by 
Pavlovian response. Strap a guitar round his neck and out come the angular 
riffs; say the words 'Steve Albini' and he'll reply 'God'. Default Boy wears 
Converse and has frayed jeans. He likes to think of himself as sensitive, but 
proves otherwise when he treads on your foot at a gig and doesn't even notice. 

We're all Default Boys at heart 

Now I'll let you in on a secret: we're all Default Boys at heart. Don't think that 
just because you've got your boy wearing black-rimmed specs and reading Proust 
that he's past all that. Believe me, there's a bit of him in every male, no matter 
how grown up he seems. 

Occasionally, however, bands make a virtue of this trait. Oxes are one such 
band. Armed with wireless guitars and a denim-clad drum kit, the Baltimore trio 
have spread zit-faced mayhem around both sides of the Atlantic. Frenetic live 
shows, mock protests and paint-splattered outfits are all part of the Oxes canon. 
They have no need for bass and vocals, because let's face it, those things just 
get in the way of a good riff. 

Like one of those monkeys that openly masturbate when your auntie takes 
you to the zoo, Oxes have no shame. They are unafraid to follow their math- 
metal fantasies through to the sticky extremes of a collision between Shellac and 
Iron Maiden. And they do it with a sense of fun. The band have released two 
albums and a handful of singles on cooler-than-thou label Monitor, notably 
2003's Oxxxes and a forthcoming EP, which sounds as gloriously dumb as ever. 

So go on, buy your boy an Oxes record for Christmas. He might tell you he 
wants that Cat Power album, but it's a lie. 

www.monitorrecords.com 
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Illustration: Amy Richardson 

Bongwater 

The Power Of Pussy (Shimmy-Disc, 1991) 

It's her voice. "Wh-when I get BORED I. . . I pull 
out my JAPANESE PORNO. . . you know. . . " 
(sotto voce) "The stuff I got in Kyoto when 
I was out there?" Hysterical, teetering, 
questioning, faltering. "They're actually comic 
books - sado-masochistic comics?" Rising at 
the end of the sentence. "They're really into 
KNOTS, those Japaneses, really into KNOTS, 
andl-l-l..." 

*pause* 

"...I know it's not right, those KNOTS, and 
those PULLEYS, and CANDLES. . . " 

*pause* 

"Nono; not right, women tied up, tied up in 
KNOTS, but..." 

*pause* 

"But. ..but.. .but..." 

She trails off, repeating herself in a 
stammering, querulous, confused voice, until 
a high-pitched choir of male voices comes in, 
intoning "No it's not right, women tied up, 
women tied up in knots! Tell your Ma; tell your 
Pa; women tied up in knots!" 

And the whole time these guitars have 
been cantering underneath, rising in thirds, 
then semitones - and suddenly, on the word 
'knots', they drop back through all the notes 
again like a body falling down the stairs. FIN. 

Forty-nine seconds of hysteria, confusion, 
angst, guilt and arousal. Just like your average 
indie mating ritual. Just the way I like it. 

Bongwater was formed in 1 985 as a studio 
project between Ann Magnuson, actress and 

34 1 plan b 



performance artist, and Mark Kramer, head 
of Shimmy-Disc records. They broke up in 1 992 
leaving behind three albums and a clutch of 
EPs. The Power Of Pussy came out in 1991: 
17 tracks of drifting psychedelia and reworked 
folk tunes, all stitched together with a 
discombobulating selection of snippets, 
cut-ups and samples. 

The Power Of Pussy opens with the 
title track, a triumphant cacophony of 
guitars, squalling cats and folk flutes, with 
singers including The B52s' Fred Schneider 
hollering "The power of pussy! The power 
ofpuussssssy!" 



'Boy, does he have 
a big one/ she states, 
flatly 



But this isnosimplisticthird-wave 
feminist tract a la Vagina Monologues, nor 
a straightforward celebration of ladyparts 
like Inga Muscio's 'Cunt'. It satirises stereotypes 
("Some have teeth/Some have hair/Some 
have soft sweet petals/Some look like Cher") 
with tongue firmly in cheek, or perhaps 
somewhere else. 

From there onwards, you're in Kramer and 
Magnuson's world. It's a world where couples 
sweetly harmonise in duets of emotional 
sadism. ('What If: "What if I baked you a 
coconut cake, with lots of nuts, the kind that 
you hate ? What if I laughed when you cried?") 



It's a world where Magnuson's character can 
finish up an afternoon of "incredibly hot sex" 
with the "fat lead singer from Canned Heat" 
("Boy, does he have a big one," she states, 
flatly) by taking part in a fourway with a guy 
called Jimbo and his wife, who is a chicken 
('Chicken Pussy'). It's a world where a bored 
girl can visit the art museum "To look at all 
the satyrs with hard-ons" while pondering the 
exploitation of the female form in Western 
art ('Museum Of Obscene And Pornographic 
Art'); a world of muted instrumentation, 
detuned guitars, gentle cymbals and toxic 
folk songs; where a failed film star will bury 
his Nick Cave doll in the back yard so no one 
else will play with it... 

Through it all -the spoken-word loops 
and the tape recordings of stuttering 
interviewers and cut-up telephone touchtone 
sounds - is Magnuson's voice: twisting in 
desperate desire as she demands a Nick Cave 
doll too, perturbed as she ponders the chicken 
wife ("She must be able to change forms back 
and forth...") 

Though I first heard about this album in 
1 992 in a riot grrl fanzine made by a 1 5-year- 
old, it's an intensely adult work: Magnuson 
was in her early thirties when these lyrics 
were written, and there's nothing girlish 
(or 'grrrlish') about these tales of sexual 
experimentation, drugs, art, desire, politics 
and boredom. 

Listening to this album's like fucking on 
ketamine: pervy, peculiar, surreal and 
frightening. I can't get enough. 




MUSICBRIGADE WOULD BOAST ABOUT 
HAVING EUROPE'S BIGGEST ONLINE 
MUSIC VIDEO ARCHIVE 
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OUT NOW 

The brand new album produced by Kramer 
( Galaxie 500, Daniel Johnston, Low, Butthole Surfers & Jad Fair) 

"Bizarre but brilliant" Uncut 

"Genius gone ignored..." NME 
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Tour Diary: Brakes 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 




King Tut's Wan Wan Hut, Glasgow 
15 October 

We set off early for Glasgow. Only three of us are 
present. Eamon is still somewhere 39,000 feet 
above the Atlantic. Our vessel is a converted Royal 
Mail LDVvan belonging to our tour manager, Vek. 
It has big white stripes down the sides and flames 
above the windscreen. What must we look like? 
Marc Beatty 

An hour after landing in Glasgow, I'm having a beer 
with Tom and Alex in the dressing room of King 
Tut's. Sixteen hours earlier, I was in Vancouver 
having finished a British Sea Power tour, supporting 
The Killers in 1 6,000-capacity enormodomes. 
One day on, two days off. Brakes play tonight, 
tomorrow, have a day off, then play 1 1 in a row. 




I watch the Seal Cub Clubbing Club, who will 
support for the whole tour, and like what they do, 
kind of prog indie. It's Saturday night and King Tut's 
is getting drunk. The room starts spinning a bit and 
everything seems echoed, so I head upstairs and sit 
down. I miss Chris T-T, also on tour with us for the 
distance, but Tom has good reports when he comes 
up. It's only then, when I realise that it's us up next, 
that I get nervous. We haven't soundchecked, I'm 
in a dizzying no-man's-time land, and we haven't 
written a set list. We're halfway through the gig 
when I realise it's going down really well, that 
they're screaming the words louder than the 
monitors and that there's a mass moshpit going 
down from the third row back. We end up doing 
two encores to stop them banging on the stage. 
Hah hah hah. I'm drunk now and a bit delirious 
and happy that it's over and now I can swig on 
this whisky bottle and fall asleep. 
Eamon Hamilton 

333 Club, London 
21 October 

The 333 gig is like an Eighties horse-face graveyard. 
The club is obviously run by gangsters and has about 
30 years of grime caked to every surface in sight. 

Support duo Dandi Wind's aerobic vocalist 
sounds like the soup dragon from The Clangers. 
I mention this to Vek and seconds later she actually 
pulls out a bird whistle. Creepy! 
Marc 

The Zodiac, Oxford 
23 October 

Today, Eamon, merch man Keith and I hit the streets 
of Oxford for some ale. We stumble upon the King's 
Head where the wall carries a picture of the Queen 
Mum pouring a pint of bitter. 
Marc 

Marc has just woken me from the deepest, most 
pleasant sleep I've had for weeks. He shouts, 
" Eamon, we have five minutes before we go on 
stage" and then turns around to tune his bass and 



I don't know where the hell we are or what I'm 
supposed to be doing. Tom hands me a set list 
and my guitar and I get on stage to find the Zodiac 
is nearly at capacity and already hot. 

"Hi, we're Brakes, this is 'Hi How Are You'," 
I say, and it all falls into place, and I'm suddenly 
saying, "We've been Brakes, thank you very 
much" and looking out to see upraised arms. It's 
over and I'm pouring, absolutely pouring, sweat 
onto the stage, with blurred eyesight and a deep, 
physical hurt. 

We pile into the dressing room, spark up shaking 
cigarettes and all I can think is "Thank fuck it's over" 
in a kind of zen mantra, repeated and repeated until 
it's the only thought in my head and suddenly I'm 
calm enough, when this kind of roar starts building 
up behind the door, louder and louder until it's so 



Tom's pint gets 
kicked over by 
a 10-year-old 



loud we open the door to find the whole club 
shouting "Mooooorrrrrrrre". "FUUUUCCCKKK," 
is all I can think when the realisation dawns that we 
have to go back on. 
Eamon 

The Barfly, Birmingham 
24 October 

I'm so tired, I'm so very fucking tired and we're on 
our way to Birmingham under low grey clouds and 
drizzle. What day is this? The claustrophobia of the 
sky seems to heighten the claustrophobia of the 
van. The cold and the wet and the frail, frail nerves 
all conspire to start making me want to punch 
myself in the face. I snooze and feel a bit better by 
the time we reach Birmingham. There was a race 
riot here the day before, some rumour that got out 
of hand between the Pakistani and West Indian 
communities and ended up with their respective 
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gangs taking it out on each other. The streets are full of police and empty of 
people and the fine rain gives this area of town a solemn hush. 

Barfly -big stage, big roof-Alexhasariser! Right on! -soundcheck, drink 
a few bottles of beer, go to the pub next door for food. Red patent-leather seats, 
tobacco-tarnished, and £3.95 for liver and mash, with 60-year-old men eating 
on their own. I get back to the venue and lie down on a sofa. " Eamon, we have 
four minutes to be on stage! " a blurry Marc is shouting at me through an echo 
chamber. "Get up! Get up!" Oh SHIT, I've fallen asleep again. But the crowd 
are drunk and up for going mental, the new sound system and soundman do 
a perfect job and it ends up being one of the finest gigs of the tour. We find out 
that the beers we drank earlier were the Seal Cubs' and fear we have started 
some beer war with them. We pull back onto the M5 and head for bed. 
Eamon 

The Forum, Tunbridge Wells 

27 October 

Eamon does an interview and is asked if he'd rather smell like a goat for the rest 
of his life or be followed by a goat for the rest of his life. He chooses the latter 
option. We've started letting people count us in for final song 'Comma Comma 
Comma Full Stop'. A pilled-up Ned pisses on the window of the pub in and then 
runs in and threatens to beat someone up for "looking at his girl". Meanwhile 
Tom's pint gets kicked over by a 1 0-year-old. The show is riddled with technical 
difficulties and broken strings, but we get through with a stripped down version 
of 'Ring A Ding Ding' B-side 'If I Should Die Tonight'. The vodka on our rider is 
Morrison's own brand - it's called Morrinov. 
Marc 

The Cockpit, Leeds 

28 October 

The sun has come out and we're rocking the M 1 again. By the time we get to 
Leeds, I'm numb from the ribs down. We load in, and find that the Cockpit's 
floor is bouncy. "The floor's new and it's not been put in right. It's warping," 
we're told. All venues should have trampoline floors. We play an instore at 
Jumbo Records, which goes down well, then head back for soundcheck, which 
doesn't. "It always sounds different with people in the room." Mmmm. 

Pizza for dinner, we feel like a gang. Our eyes are baggy and our chins are 
rough and we only have one more show before we get the bliss of a day off, 
but we're hardened now and we celebrate our endurance. We climb on stage 
to look out at a sold-out crowd shouting incoherent shit at us before we've even 
started. We play and it's glorious. People dance, holler, shout and heat the place 
up until it's dripping. A drunken girl leaps up for 'Jackson', sings it beautifully 
and leaps off again, and we all look at each other and feel pretty good, pretty, 
pretty, pretty good. 
Eamon 
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jazz shoes with everything 

Words: Emily Bick 
Photography: Desiree Pfeiffer 

In which the indie granny takes on the Topshop clones, with 
the help of The Moomins, the Mitfords and Buckminster Fuller 



There's a Japanese photographer who 
stands on a corner of my street every 
Sunday. Every so often he beckons someone 
over and takes their photo for a style 
magazine. I live on Brick Lane, one of 
those streets that is usually prefaced with 
'London's Trendy. . .' in American fashion 
magazines, so this is not that uncommon. 
The surprising thing is how bored the guy 
looks: sometimes he'll sit for hours without 
his shutter clicking once, because nobody 
strolls by who looks interesting. 

There are hordes of people, don't get 
me wrong. There are girls festooned with 
accessories and with their precise, jagged 
haircuts cut with expensive slashes of 
colour. They wear footless tights and ballet 
flats and stripy jumpers and long gold chains 
with pendants dangling around their navels. 

Looking at these girls makes me sad. 
Wherever they get their clothes, they look 
safe, like they spontaneously materialised 
in a Topshop changing cubicle, and were 
then beamed down to my street. They are 
everywhere, and they are young, early 
twenties at the oldest - the kind of young 



that osmoses the ceramicised pages of 
glossy style magazines and therefore thinks 
it's old and knows it all. 

This kind of young doesn't know shit. 
I know, because I was young like that once 
myself. Don't any of these girls realise they 
look like the most obvious kind of hipster 
clones? For serious, they could be fashion's 
answer to The Village People. Instead of 
the construction worker, the cop, the 
leatherman and so on, we get the Sienna 
Miller, the Olsen twins, Kate Moss, that 
chick from The OCand Sienna Miller again, 
with a different haircut. 

After a certain age, a different approach 
to fashion takes over. 

Take, for example, the mad old woman who 
haunts Camden Passage market. She wears 
sparkly lurex cardigans over insane dresses 
with tropical prints, tons of beads, a rosie 
the riveter headscarf, pink fishnet socks, and 
red jelly shoes. She carries a bright orange 
string bag. She has a few hairs sprouting 
from her chin, and talks to herself, but 
damn, she looks amazing. 



And this is why Indie Granny Fashion 
rules. This is not to be confused with 
'granny chic', the look involving buttoned 
up high-necked blouses that was 
simultaneously so 1 976 and so 2001 . 
I'm talking about that magic point in a girl's 
fashion life when she begins to tune out 
the onslaught of images proclaiming the 
importance of cool. She's probably seen 
most things spin in and out of fashion 
enough times for the thrill of the new new 
thing to seem as exhausting and silly as it 
actually is. She stops caring what other 
people on the street will think as they clock 
her outfit, though she gets dressed with 
playful intention. She can wear stripy tights 
with a Twenties ballgown and not reek 
of Camden Market; she can adopt jazz 
shoes with everything because they 
have a late-Seventies squashy shape 
and they're comfortable. 

Alice Maddicott, our model, is 27. 
I am 28. Desiree Pfeiffer, our photographer, 
is 3 1 . Most of the best dressers I know are 
in their late twenties and up. That's like 
a million in Topshop years, but so what? 
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To dress well, you need a backstory 



All that means is that we've had that much 
more time to read and watch films and 
amass crap from junk shops around the 
world. We know what shapes suit us, 
and, what's more, we have the knowledge 
with which to create outfits with themes 
like 'Mitford sister leaves the chorus 
line at Radio City Music Hall and hops 
a Greyhound to Nashville' or 'Erin Gray 
from Buck Rogers meets Little My from 
The Moomins, and they find clothes to 
wear to a lecture by Buckminster Fuller'. 

It's not so much pretentiousness 
as personalised geekery; dressing to 
one's own fascinations, and having the 
confidence to realise that if other people 
don't get it, too bad. 

Alice is a writer who spins strange tales 
about feral children and the monsters who 
decorate ancient maps. Her wardrobe is 
so full of amazing shapes and colours and 
textures, vintage fabrics and overflowing 
chests of jumble sale jewels, that you could 
be transfixed by it even if you were blind. 
But Alice's wardrobe is nothing compared 
to the things that come out of her mouth: 



imaginary cities, the history of the dinosaurs 
in Crystal Palace, swampy murder ballads, 
reams of critical theory. . .The point is, 
to dress well, you need a backstory. 
And you need time to acquire one. 

Maybe I'm being a bit ageist here. 
In Cindy Sherman's first photos, taken 
when she was a baby art student, she had 
the wit to dress up like people she'd seen 
riding the buses, and thus set the tone 
for her whole career. 

Joanna Newsom is only like 23, 
but I recently read an interview where 
she went on about how amazing a pair 
of dungarees with a heart-shaped bib 
was, and how she got fashion tips from 
Elf quest comics. 

That is awesome. And if you're reading 
this and your young heart is beating with 
the kind of righteous indignation that 
comes so naturally to your kind, and 
if Elfquest comics are the sort of thing 
you think of while getting dressed in the 
morning, you are officially exempt from 
any of the preceding generalisations 
- whatever age you are. 



Model: Alice Maddicott 

Stylist: Emily Bick 

All clothes model's and stylist's own, except 

for hat (above, right) by Anna Kornahrens 

www.annakornahrens.co.uk 

Locations: courtesy of The Old Blue Last; 

Hackney City Farm; Fellows Room, 

Science Museum 
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food for thought: xbxrx 

"Our album, Sixth In Sixes, was recorded at New 
And Improved studios in rural Oakland, home to 
such Top 40 acts as Erykah Badu, En Vogue and 
Tony Toni Tone. We were working so hard that 
we kept ordering from Extreme Pizza. The popular 
order was artichokes, bell peppers, jalapehos, olives, 
spinach and spices. We would top it with a black 
bean sauce and vegan soy cheese. The delivery 
person was a super-surfer Cali dude with a puca- 
shell necklace and bleached puffy hair. He looked 
like a joint. We drank kombucha and water 
exclusively. What's funny is that the Tony Toni 



drive time: explosions in the sky 

"This is the list of songs from a mix disc that I made for 
the boys for our upcoming tour of the UK and Europe. " 

1 . Mount Eerie: title unknown (live) 

"This is collectively one of our favourite songs. The 
story that Phil Elverum can paint is most times pretty 
beautiful. This song talks about rounding up all the 
ghosts or demons in your mind and sending them away. 
Only to be unable and rather join in with their howling 
instead. My description does it very little justice but 
I promise you it is a beautiful, beautiful song. I am 
sorry but I don't know the name of the song. It is from 
a live show." 

2. Nina Simone: Good Bait 

3. Xiu Xiu: I Luv The Valley OH ! 

4. Otis Redding: Ole Man Trouble 

5. Philip Glass: Violin Concerto 
(second movement) 

Performed by Adele Anthony and Ulster Orchestra 

6. John Fahey: Bicycle Built For Two 

7. Erik Satie: Gymnopedie No. 3 

8. The Temptations: Just My Imagination 
(Running Away With Me) 

9. Wolf Parade: Dinner Bells 

10. Shigeru Umebayashi: Yumeji's Theme 
" From the soundtrack to In The Mood For Love 
- one of the most beautiful pieces of music set to 
film, ever. . .seriously. . .ever." 

11. Patrick Flanagen: At Spanish Point 

12. Bosque Brown: Silver And Gold 

13. Seu Jorge: Life On Mars? 

14. The Beatles: Carry That Weight 

15. Danger Mouse: Moment Of Clarity 
" Danger Mouse took one of the greatest rappers (Ja 
and mixed him with one of the greatest bands (The 
Beatles) and made something rather amazing." 

16. The Castanets: You Are The Blood 
(Munaf Rayani) 
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Tone producers were upstairs producing another 
record, so I kept sneaking in their kitchen and 
eating all their organic foods: cookies, houmous, 
pitta, salad..." 
(VC) 

guilty pleasures: calvin Johnson 

"The television show Leave It To Beaver has always 
been a favourite of mine. I love how the Beav's 
friends repeatedly stab him in the back, but he 
always comes back for more, kinda like Charlie 
Brown and Lucy with the football every autumn. 
Beaver must have grown up to be a philosophy 
major, he has so many profound thoughts. 
Gus The Fireman is cool, too. This show should 
be packaged on DVD. It would almost be reason 
enough to get a television set.. " 

on tour: the tubes 

"We were playing London back in the Eighties; 
I can't remember just what year- 1 think around 
1 982, and we were doing a record signing at 
a Virgin record store on Oxford Street. We decided 
to rent a big flatbed truck and ride on the back in 
costume with the dancing girls and big speakers 
blasting out our LP The Completion Backward 
Principle to the store. Well, apparently there were 
supposed to be no large trucks on Oxford Street, 
let alone with loud music blaring from them; and 
the Old Bill stopped us, right in front of the store 
fortunately. They told us to get down off the 
truck and stop the music, and we all did except 



me. I refused and, as we needed all the publicity 
we could get, naturally, I told the coppers to fuck 
off and never mind the bollocks. After repeated 
requests by them and repeated refusals by me, they 
jumped up on the truck and dragged me off to jail. 
The paparazzi followed us all the way. I was charged 
with obstruction and had to go to court and pay 
a fine. The next day, all the papers ran the story. My 
photo was even on the front page of the Financial 
Times. Ticket sales went through the roof. The 
management was very pleased. " 
(Fee Waybill) 

i love: bearsuit 

"The other day, I was really sick; all I could do was 
lie on the sofa and complain. I felt pretty down 
because I didn't have enough energy to use this 
inert time wisely, I couldn't even pick up a guitar or 
cook a meal; it was rubbish. But then my friend came 
round after work to visit me, she brought me these 
seven items: orange juice, posh crisps, Lucozade, 
a magazine, a horror movie to watch, a disgusting 
lemon cheesecake, a chocolate bar the size of my 
head. Then she ran away again. Despite my head 
being full of snot, I was really happy. " 
(lain) 

"Talking of being ill; I love taking a day off work 
when you're feeling slightly off when you wake up, 
so you phone in sick; then feeling better more or 
less as soon as you've put the phone down, and 
thinking, 'Ah well, too late - it's done now, better 
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lisco damaged: the locu* 

"The worst injury I think 



3 worst injury I think I've ever had due to playing drums is ju^ _ .„„, 
fingers. That's happened to me more than once; I'll catch a finger on the 
^ rim of my snare drum and just knock chunks of flesh right off. It's ^ 
■ sually a scary experience, 'cause it happens during a song an> 
I'm not going to stop playing to see how bad it is, soJJu 
feel a warm sensation come over my hand and 

to loose my grip on my drumstick, 'cause there is 
^ usually a whole lot of blood. Last week at Head 
Wound City's first show, I had a weird accide 
that's a first for me: my drumstick broke, hit 
me in the face and made me bleed all 
over the place; I felt like I got punched. 
I had a black eye for about a week. 
The best part is, I didn't "miss 
a beat!" 

Gabe Serbian) 



** 



make the most of it', and then wasting/enjoying 
a day faffing around at home, listening to records, 
playing on cheap keyboards, and just generally 
messing around. Then going into work the next day 
with a sniffle. I also love walking past a record shop, 
stopping, turning around and going back down the 
street to the record shop. Spending hours inside and 
coming out with 1 brand new records that you just 
liked the look of/heard one track/vaguely remember 
the band's name from somewhere. All when you 
weren't going to spend any money that day. And 
then you get them home and they're a//amazing. 
Or getting away from it all and going out into the 
countryside when it's summer and sitting by a river 
when there's no one around and just enjoying the 
peacefulness of it all. 
(Jan) 

"I love my house and those I share it with; sausage, 
mash and gravy; Eighties sci-fi/horror movies (Brazil, 
The Thing, Blade Runner, Videodrome- they're the 
dog's knackers!); Norfolk skies; Monty Python; 
Hunter S Thompson; and my new trainers." 
(Richard) 

"Sausage dogs; disco dancing; and, urn, taking a 
sausage dog to a disco in a handbag, and then being 
licked on the face by it on the dancef loor. Yeah. " 
(Lisa) 

video diaries: art brut 

"My favourite music video is probably, no, definitely, 
The Yummy Fur's video for 'Shoot The Ridiculant'. 
They're my favourite band; I didn't know they made 
a video. I think Alex filmed it with John in it- 1 think 
they went to art college and made it on the cheap. 
They're all dancing around in a room and playing 
keyboards and miming badly and stuff. It's really 
cool. I never saw them live because I was too young, 
so it's weird seeing them moving about. In my head 
they're just photos on a CD sleeve. I think it's on the 
internet somewhere. My friend bought it off eBay 
and showed it to me." 
(Eddie Argos) 





synergy: deerhoof 

your music is the soundtrack to a film. 

describe what's happening 

"It depends on the song and the exact moment 
- 1 like it when the sound goes against the picture. 
It would make you use the outer lobe of your brain 
to reallyfollow what was happening; it would take 
ESP. This causes people to be smarter and happier, 
if they watch and listen to multiple ideas at once. 
It's part of the Deerhoof health programme - you 
listen to one person, and then block your ears while 
■ watching an object across the room that might be 
just sitting there; or maybe the lights suddenly go 
dim in the middle of a sentence." 
(Chris) 

"Well, William Shatner sits at the foot of lemon 
tree,and picks up a'lemon and peels it. He 
'■'.smelJssQnnie kind of Vietnamese shiso 
.or-basfr.. It frustrates him that he can't 
squeeze out the lemon juice froi^jEt. 
It has rio juice,- but it makes a sound 
of Deerhoof... and then Shatner 
^ screams: 'Rrrrrrreally?'"-. ■ ■ 
,|' ; (Satomi) 



Dtography: Greg Meate 
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Excavating the UK's new electronic underground 
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It occurred to me, earlier this year, somewhere 
between the Raster-Noton stall and a sweaty bit of 
Astroturf at the Sonar festival, that the musical diet 
fed to journalists who operate within the general 
music media in this country has become one of 
weirdly aggressive blandness; music that I've heard 
before, but that makes less and less sense as it's put 
through the postmodern mincer one more time. 
The received wisdom, if you're a music journalist, is 
that it's a great time for music in the UK, that there's 
a resurgence of rock and fuckin' roll, a glut of real 
bands writing real songs: artful, spiky, skewed and 
eccentric, apparently. There's some great hip hop 
and grime, to balance it out. But mostly, we rock. 
Club culture is dead. And electronica, which always 
served as an adjunct to mainstream house and 
techno anyway, is a word no longer on style sheets. 
Notice I said, if you're a music journalist. Luckily, 
most of us aren't. Looking only briefly beyond the 
mainstream paradigm, you notice straight away 
that the possibilities kick-started by the Nineties' 
surge of futurism, both in electronic music and 
communications technology, are generating sounds 
and fostering communities that are both refreshing 
and inspiring - especially to ears starved of the 
abstract pleasure of good instrumental electronic 
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music and the joy of hearing sound fucked with 
and put back together in unexpected ways. 

For much of the decade so far, we've looked 
outside of the UK for direction if we want to dance; 
in particular to Germany, for the inspired rebooting 
of techno engendered by Kompakt, Bpitch Control, 
Playhouse, Get Physical etc., and to New York for 
the double-edged, short-lived pleasures of 
electroclash (and not forgetting those crowd- 
pleasings mavericks, the DFA) - although the rise 
of Border Community records hints at some new 
twists in the emphatically not dead UK dance scene. 

For those in search of more introspective, 
experimental sounds, the post-millennial 
atmosphere has generated both weird spirit-folk, 
tranced and puritanical, and tight-wound post- 
hardcore, metal-inspired noise, as the main 
alternatives. Many of the new stirrings in UK 
electronic music work with the above influences, 
creating a musical language that draws from 
all over and is then mediated and solidified by 
electronic techniques; others continue along 
a more classic path, refining melodic, 'pure' 
electronica. Structurally, too, there's a feeling of 
shared ownership, of labels and artists supporting 
each other in the face of an increasingly fragmented 



musical environment. With the most current, 
knowledgeable writing existing on blogs, and 
with networks of distribution and audiences that 
seem almost entirely self-supporting, it seems that 
slipping underground has been a necessary and 
positive thing for electronic music. 

I speak to Russell Parsons, one of the founders 
of London Electrics (above), a collective of six labels 
(Ai, Expanding, Furthur, Highpoint Lowlife, Seed, 
SRL and Uncharted Audio) about the collective's 
new compilation CD, LE:01 , and his own label, 
Uncharted Audio, which houses synthpunk 
eccentric Kings Have Long Arms alongside the 
smooth, spooked tones of LJ Kruzer's new album, 
This Is How I Write. His own solo debut seven-inch 
as Kone-R was released last month, containing the 
haunting miniature 'It's Been Weeks Now', on 
which an unassuming, gently shining synth melody 
is roughed up by a scuffed, fragmented kick-drum. 

Citing the need to pool press, marketing and 
distribution resources as the main reason for 
forming a collective, Russell explains the diversity 
of the acts on the compilation, which, while making 
no claims to be a complete sampler of London's 
electronic 'scene', by any means, is a good 
illustration of some of the voices to be heard. 
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It's also a great example of a collaborative, DIY 
ethos pruned into a beautiful product. 

"We've never really run Uncharted Audio 
as a purist electronica label; some of the singles 
we've put out have been songs, for example Cursor 
Miner," he says. "But some of the other labels on 
London Electrics, you've got Expanding and Ai, 
who do very purist, melodic, electronic stuff, Then 
Highpoint Lowlife, some of their recent stuff has 
been really, really out there. The tracks they put on 
here were kind of purist electronica too, but if it had 
just been 1 2 tracks of the same kind of melodic, 
instrumental music, that's not really going to drag 
people into it the way we want to. 

"All the labels are doing very different stuff," 
he continues. "Seed are doing more hip hop, more 
folktronica. . .the new Posthuman album is written 
almost entirely with guitars; they've written it all as 
songs but then remixed it and put the electronics 
back into it." 

Despite this, Posthuman's contribution to 
LE:01 is refreshingly free of the compromises that 
scuppered much of the 'folktronica' movement 
of the early 2000s: it descends nicely from a drifty 
plateau into angry beats with a submerged, 
atmospheric undertow. But there is undoubtedly 



care in the community: new leftf ield dance 

Although James Holden was under the wings of Sasha, John Digweed and Way Out West's Nick Warren 
as his 1 999 megahit 'Horizons' lit up progressive-trance dancefloors, Border Community emerged in 2003 
as the Oxford Maths graduate took a vertiginous leftf ield f reef all. Upon triumphantly landing, Holden set 
up the UK's best leftf ield dance label in a decade. Since then, there have been 1 ultra-collectible, vinyl-only 
releases of dizzying quality: proffering exquisitely-rendered minimalism, warmly textured melodies, and 
a disarmingly twee website, they're huge club tracks refashioned with intimate bedroom sounds. 

There's an aesthetic largesse to both BC's visual and sonic iconography, from the just-the-right-side-of- 
cute artwork to the DJ tools that come as standard with each release, that positions them as a fledgling UK 
counterpart to Kompakt. And the music? Holden's initial statement of intent, 'A Break In The Clouds', set 
the benchmark for illuminatingly pristine millennial pop music. But check Dextro's 'Do You Need Help 
(MFA Help Mix)' for a sumptuous body-popping extravaganza from the 'Windowlicker' school of next-gen 
beat science, The MFA's own sublime The Difference It Makes', and Petter's glorious robodisco on 'All 
Together'. Then regale in Nathan Fake's 'The Sky Was Pink' (as a prelude to his forthcoming Drowning In 
A Sea Of Love), an epic, end-of-the-world dance-off between My Bloody Valentine and LFO. A label to love. 
Chris Ballard 
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There's something about 
the sight of a hooded 
Japanese man with a 
Gameboy hurling scotch 
eggs and abuse at the 
audience that people 
seem to remember 1 

-Angus Keith, Adaadat 



incoming: recommended sounds for 2006 

" Posthuman's second album, The People's Republic (Seed); Line's debut record 
Tech Hits' (Uncharted Audio); debut albums by Modern Institute and Miller & 
Fiam (Expanding); SRL label sampler; and Le Spiel - a new art-rock band 
featuring Rob Tubb aka Cursor Miner." 
Russell Parsons, London Electrics/Uncharted Audio 

"We decided to address the issue of what to do with music we really enjoyed 
but that wasn't quite ready for a full scale release, and this takes the form 
of our Minerals series, limited CDRs of a 1 00 copies each, with the Benbecula 
name stamped on and a proper catalogue number. We plan to put out as much 
good music as possible in 2006 and beyond on this format. " 
Steven McConnell, Benbecula 

" Battles should be huge and, if I had my way, Radian from Vienna (on Thrill 
Jockey). Also Alog/Boiling Fjords Orchestra should be huge, in a just world ! " 
Patrick Henry, Osaka 

"I'm listening to the Duracell/DJ Scotch Egg collaboration we just recorded 
-we'll be releasing something from that session. We have debut records by 
Germlin, The Accountant and Monsterpussy. Cutting Pink With Knives are my 
current new favourite band, an incredible grindcore/electronic band. Silverlink is 
another good new act. . .kind of Casiotone grime/rave. Well worth seeing live. " 
Angus Keith, Adaadat 



a general shift away from purist cuts and clicks and 
towards more exploratory sounds and techniques. 
Steven McConnell, manager of Edinburgh-based 
Benbecula records, home to the excellent Christ, 
Prhizzm and Reverbaphon, goes a little further: 

" Quite a few years back it became very clear to 
me personally that there was no longer any such 
thing as electronica or electronic music," he says. 

" Electronics and computers were simply a tool 
to create music. Folks seem to think that using 
electronics means you have to sound like Autechre. 
There is an infinite amount of melodies and textures 
out there and for some reason many artists are 
confined to the space long exited by their Warp 
heroes. The ability to be freestyle in both technique 
and in instrumentation, electronic or otherwise, is a 
very difficult thing to do. It's the people who achieve 
this who will pave the way over the next decade. " 

The new Benbecula release from Brighton DIY 
magus Birdengine typifies this, spinning off into 
nature-inspired, musical box soundcapes: the video 
featuring robots, birds, butterflies and pylons. 

With Glasgow's Optimo club and its Berlin- 
worthy offshoot Black Rabbit Whorehouse Records, 
it's arguable that Scotland's electronic health is 
somewhat ruder than the rest of the UK's. While 
championing labels Fence and Mouthmoth, though, 
Steven asserts that "the Scots are just as infatuated 
with Eighties throwback bands as the rest of the 
country." But, he adds philosophically, "You have to 
find the will and focus as a 'modern' label to present 
something different and ignore all the bullshit." 

Over in Dublin, Patrick Henry of recently 
launched Osaka Records feels that electronic music 
has "gone underground again", out of necessity: 
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"I think the live music revival that started with 
The Strokes is a good thing; there were too many 
clicks'n'cuts merchants around -where could it go? 
Force Inc and Mille Plateaux went bust. It's just a 
shame the NME, London-centric sound is so retro. " 

He continues, " In a few years, there will be some 
great electronic records again. Just like I bought 
Krautrock stuff like Neu ! and Faust, kids will buy 
early Nineties Warp stuff like Black Dog, Autechre, 
Aphex, and the loop will start all over again, I hope. " 

Osaka have still only released two albums - by 
Double Adaptor and Hulk, reviewed in Plan B issue 
7 - but those records helped kick-start this feature, 
with freejazzdoom mayhem crushed into surprise 
parcels of digital fireworks (the former) and elegiac 
home-made ambient chamber music (the latter). 
Patrick echoes the eclectic thinking of his peers 
when talking about future sounds: " People were 
ranting about The Books' album - in my opinion, 
something similar but a bit tighter is one of the ways 
forward, songs put through the plug-in blender. 
I'm also waiting to get a demo of something like My 
Bloody Valentine meets SND; or, say, commercial, 
Timbaland-style r'n'b juxtaposed with Merzbow 
white noise. The permutations are endless." 

Back in London, further chaos ensues when 
Adaadat Records enter the equation. Formed 
in 2002 by Angus Keith and Bjorn Hatleskog, 
Adaadat's twin tenets of anarchic, spliced noise 
and frenzied live shows place them miles away 
from, say, the elegant, post-Boards of Canada 
abstractions of Ai records, and closer to noise, 
industrial, punk and hardcore. Indeed, Angus 
cites early exposure to Touch & Go, Amphetamine 
Reptile and Sub Pop as influential. 



"I think there's been a real shift away from the 
heavy reliance on computers, leading to artists 
discovering more interesting ways of getting their 
ideas across," he explains. "Whether it's mixing 
Sonic Youth with breakcore or Lightning Bolt with 
Super Mario Bros, most of our artists are happy to 
throw all of their influences into their output 
without fearing for the consequences. " 

He agrees that Adaadat's live presence is crucial: 

"I think we're in a period where there's a shift 
back to the live show in electronic music after a large 
period influenced by DJ culture. It's also the best 
platform for the artists to reach people and to stand 
out. DJ Scotch Egg, for instance - there's something 
about the sight of a hooded Japanese man with 
a Gameboy hurling scotch eggs and abuse at the 
audience that people seem to remember." 

But there's more than egg-throwing novelty to 
Adaadat's releases. At best, artists like (Tokyo-born) 
DJ 1 00000000 seem to spring from the foundations 
laid by early British noise experimentalists like 
Throbbing Gristle as much as they do from 
drum'n'bass, breakcore and techno, carrying on 
a tradition of irreverence that now internalises 
and subverts electronic music in ways that were 
-necessarily- unimaginable pre-digital technology, 
resulting in a sound that's funny, fucked and ace. 

"It's a good thing that electronic music is 
somewhat off-radar at the moment as it's forced 
it to progress quicker than it would have done, " 
Angus comments. "A lot of what we do is a reaction 
to what's going on in the rest of the music world, 
so the worse it becomes, the more ammunition 
we have. For every Kaiser Chiefs there should be 
a DJ 100000000." 






- 

s. 


1 


1 


L] 





SHIELS 




the outstanding Jffref stngie J^qifi the am&tmg debut release 'a 
JrJ&tin\c: uf mitirmfitt^ is *jn uriM'-hiifpirintf uvjri d/" shirk, 
minimi i F;'';.';V .si 'i iigiu •rilJiiit " 



i6th-j.anuiujr 



[7" single) 



taken from the highly acclaimed album 




'(trwr Jirj fjvYJiJS[>r tmrbilmji, ml^ir tela Fi?.i Ji^mta J1utj\i 
/rcun r?jr Jrrnri. F ipy-m ?.-.>; frifj- rFjr JrnricF <xiriijiAU , f4T^jy tl'^ 
fen-: 1 . /ftr-KeiT vuMitfu^ifiny nr rt - * *vf}t h-TPlr uniJ ■uw-lfrju 1 
u/ JnivtriiwuFitrti bit unh-lmw ifflh nvn u jxi&sihit 
itrtfTvat in iFir irw ^s u/ h-tJT ufr/Fujm uf p^Jrcirr bvitiTIi * 



[cd album) 



**a lifetime of mid nights" is available from 



a litetime ot miuniqhTs is aw 
no dancing, co, uk and other good 






a dear channel, sjm concerts, metropolis and df concerts presentation 

the boy least likely to 






plus guests 


february 






thu 16 


brig hton hanbury ballroom 


01273 606 312 


fri 17 


bristol louisiana 


0117 929 9008 


sat 18 


Southampton joiners 


023 8022 5612 


sun 19 


oxford zodiac 


01865 420 042 


mon 20 


binning ham bar academy 


0870 771 2000 


wed 22 


Sheffield leadmill 


0870 010 4555 
0161 832 1111 
0870 169 0100 


thu 23 


manchester night & day 


fri 24 


glasgow king; tuts 


sat 25 


york fibbers 


0870 907 0999 


sun 26 


liotting ham social 


0115 958 8484 


tue 28 


london bush hall 


0870 400 0688 



credit cards tel: 0870 400 0688 (24hrs) 

buy online at www.getlive.co.uk and www. gigsandtours.com 

'the best party ever' the album out now. 

for regular information sign up to: wwiv.theboyleastlikelyto.co.uk 




. .AG* . _ 6 i V* 






robyngshiels . com 



r» 



%■ 



m 





'I was basically 
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Plan B's in-house counsellor finds 
Spoon's spiky pop hides a suspicious mind 



• 




* 



o 




Britt Daniel is not very comfortable. 

He's a nice guy, extremely polite, with great hair and a marvellous set of 
teeth, but he gives off the air of someone wishing he was anywhere but sitting 
in the members' bar of the Tate Modern while a hairy, bespectacled boy fires 
questions at him about relationships, trust and betrayal. At certain points during 
our conversation, he does this weird thing where he bares his teeth and sticks 
the end of his tongue out, and I'm not sure if he's going to bite me or start 
hissing. I think he's just concentrating. 

Britt's band, Spoon, are a reliably excellent American rock group whose 
albums get better and better even as their profile remains on the down-low. 
The latest dispatch from the space under Britt's (lovely) hair is Gimme Fiction, 
a Damn Fine Pop Record on which a bunch of well-worn influences - Lennon, 
Bowie, Davies, blah blah fucking blah - are scrubbed and shined with wire 
wool until none of the original features remain, only the vague outline of 
a pair of granny glasses or a Ziggy bouffant. 

Gimme Fiction also faintly recalls the creeped-out, paranoid strain of white 
soul developed by Hall & Oates circa War Babies. Spoon sound similarly nervous, 
itchy; their classicism spiked with splinters of neurosis. 

Like I said, Britt's a nice guy. But like his songs, he's also a little spiky. Amid 
talk of how Spoon started and how he gets a bit bored with the business side 
of being in a band, our conversation shifts sideways. While discussing puffed-up 
liars in the music industry, Britt makes the following claim: "We're pretty good 
judges of character." 

I've noticed that this claim often comes from people who have been 
unforgivably fucked over. Is this a skill you've developed over time, Britt? 

"I dunno. " The temperature of Britt's voice drops by approximately 20 
degrees. " I think I'm always suspicious. It's helped. " 

Now I'm curious. But before I even finish my next question ("Where do 
you think that comes from?"), Britt answers, and each word of his sentence 
is spoken a semitone lower than the last. It's as though his soul is running 
out of batteries. 

"Being letdown." 

What's the worst letdown you've ever experienced? 

"It'd probably be a girl that let me down. When I was pretty young. That 
really. . .woke me up to some things. " 

What happened? 

"I was going out with a girl when I was in high school. She was a couple 
of years older than me, which when you're that age is a big difference. I was 
basically maliciously lied to." 

Right. In terms of cheating? 

"There probably was that, yeah [laughs]. Just the whole thing. The whole 
kit and caboodle." 

What was the worst lie? 

"I don't know. The whole thing was just all based on nothing and 
the reason it hit me so hard was that for my whole life I'd been trying to 
make a connection to someone. I hadn't had it with my family, I hadn't 
been very successful in doing it with friends, and when I finally found 
one person that I thought I could make it with, it ended up being... 
this thing. 

"That soured me on being very giving for a long time, and it soured me on 
trusting people for a long time. It probably still has. I'm sure that's not the only 
thing that made me suspicious. But that was a big one. " 

Did that set you back in terms of relationships for a while? 

"Probably." 

I had a great one recently, I tell him. Earlier this year I was seeing a girl; 
we spent a lot of time together and it looked like we might stay in touch. Then 
I found out that she was concurrently sleeping with another guy who lived only 
a few doors down on the same street as me. 

"Hmm. Sordid." 

The guy had cheated on his girlfriend with the girl I was seeing, months 
previously. It was a weird situation. It's all fine now though. 

"Yeah, but that always kicks the wind out of you for a while. " 

But finding out that you were right all along can be a relief. Once the worst 
has happened, there's nothing left to fear. That's a bit sick, isn't it? 

"Well, when somebody proves themselves to be untrustworthy, you don't 
have to worry about being vulnerable anymore." 

How old were you in your situation? 

"Uh, 16." 

Did you have relationships directly after that? 

"Yeah, a bunch of unhealthy relationships. Not very long-lasting. And I just 
wasn't the nicest person, you know? I occasionally meet people from then and 
I think they're surprised that I actually can be fairly genuine." 

Genuine? Like how? 

"Well, genuine as in caring and actually meaning it, you know?" 

It sounds like you deliberately involved yourself in relationships that meant 
less to you than the one you'd been hurt in, in order to protect yourself. 

"Yeah. Perhaps. Yeah." 

This isn't digging too deep, is it? 

" No. I just don't know if your readers will be interested. " 

Oh, I wouldn't worry about that. Nobody reads my stuff anyway. 
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Latin psych-funk shamans Panico tread a fine line 
between sex # magic and Domino's Pizza 



Panico believe in magic. In South America, they 
tell us, magic is part of everyday life - so much so 
that having cactus plants indoors is considered 
dangerous, because they suck the energy out of the 
house. Magic and religion and sex are closely linked 
in the wild north of Chile, they insist, following in 
the mushroom-cloud footsteps of their Brazilian 
heroes, Os Mutantes. 

"We take a lot of psychedelic drugs, but it's all 
connected to magic in Chile. Magic is part of the 
everyday life there. Religion and magic are very 
similar. And sex, of course, the stuff that life is made 
of. In South America, magical things happen all the 
time, and people are closer to understanding the 
sensuality of the land. There are so many things 
that we can't explain and are out of the normal. " 

It takes us until the end of their hazy set at Trash 
to figure out exactly what they mean; they start their 
last song by simply putting The Jesus and Mary 
Chain's 'Living End' on the sound system. That 
record represents the sex part of rock'n'roll -the 
infatuation with your self, your motorbike, your 
prosthesis; an electric guitar between the legs. 
And, of course, the song is also about religion, 
about music as worship, as expression of gratitude. 
But then Panico start playing - first just recreating 
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the clumsy bassline of the Mary Chain; then subtly 
adding to it and, before we know it, moulding it 
into their own punk-funk Telephone Dilemma' 
- so spiky a cactus would shrink away. This is where 
the magic kicks in; we have left the church of the 
road and the guitar behind and entered 'el portal 
de magic', where rock'n'roll becomes a sacred 
vessel, carrying the ancient beat of the earth and 
releasing it into the bloodstream. 

Having spent their formative childhood years 
in exile in Paris during the dark Pinochet years, they 
returned to Santiago to experience the creative 
explosion that followed his removal from power 
in 1 990. They started their own band; then, for lack 
of any support, created own label and independent 
distribution company. They were signed to EMI, 
released an album for the label, got kicked out, sued 
EMI and got a bit of money. "At the end, we broke 
their photocopier, because we were doing our 
fanzine at the office. We hated them; they hated 
us." They released more albums, then headed back 
to Paris, "To be closer to the noise" . 

Isn't Paris a bit tame for Panico? 

"Paris is quite bourgeois, nothing like London; 
clean and quiet. We like French food, though. We 
almost went to New York, but decided on Europe." 



Is it easy for Chile to forgive America for its 
involvement in the Pinochet coup in 1 973? What 
is it like to play music inspired by American trash 
culture, The Cramps and Ramones? 

"Our parents hate America, and never had 
a Coca-Cola or ate at McDonald's. Politically, we 
also hate America; but there's nothing we can do 
about the fact that all the bands we idolise come 
from New York. At the same time, when we look 
at Cuba, we are not sure Communism would have 
been so much better for Chile. We don't mind 
McDonald's, too." 

With the move to Europe came a big thumbs up 
from Franz Ferdinand, and the quite consciously 
lethal single 'Anfetaminado'. 

"We always wanted to be a wild punk freak- 
style band, and that's what we are. And we have 
never been successful; we had six records and none 
of them sold very much. But since Franz Ferdinand 
said they liked our music, we started receiving more 
attention from the music press - it's amazing to see 
the effect that this one band had on the media. " 

What Subliminal Kill, the band's European 
debut, really has going for it, though, is not skinny- 
tie celebrity endorsement, but the mystical union of 
their psychedelic freak-outs and spray-on-tight DFA- 




Rock'n'roll becomes a 
sacred vessel, carrying the 
ancient beat of the earth 



style rhythms - what they like to think of as, "A 
mixture of psychedelic ambience and a strong, hard 
beat". As international success beckons, Panico 
remain unfazed. "We still have day jobs," they say. 
They list working in a hostel, teaching guitar to 
children, road-managing other bands (and yes, it 
does involve getting drugs for them), working as 
a cook, making food for students, playing in other 
bands (jazz and stuff), making porn and working in 
a fashion studio among their recent occupations; 
but Squatt (drums, turntables) wins worst job hands 
down with his stint at Domino's Pizza. 

So, even if the world catches on to their far-out 
hip-shaking sound, we shouldn't expect any Mariah 
Carey-type rider demands, right? 

"Well, we do want to have a chihuahua in the 
band, and to bring it on tour. A punk chihuahua." 
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You're never too young for your first mixtape 



Is it five months already? Jesus. 

Being a new parent certainly changes your life: 
endless sleep deprivation, no more drinking binges, 
women smile at you in the street again, former 
friends scorn you because you're reminding them 
of their own mortality by taking such an obvious 
part in the cycle of life. . .and man, does your musical 
taste change. No more Motorhead, Ramones, 
Concretes, Moondog, ESG. Oh wait. Those are 
five of our son Isaac's favourite acts. But mainly, 
that holds true: on an endless quest for Isaac's 
entirely disarming smile, opening of the mouth 
wide, insanely pleased wriggle, out come the old 
Madness compilations, The Muppets, The Jungle 
Book and The Diskettes. 

So, to celebrate our newfound lifestyles of 
sobriety and responsibility, I sent out questionnaires 
to two of our favourite children/babies' music 
creators: Grandmaster Gareth, the leader of 
Birmingham's demented swing toy orchestra 
Misty's Big Adventure (whose new album The Black 
Hole is never far from Isaac's change mat) - and 
Mike Langlie, aka Twink, who with serendipitous 
timing has just released The Broken Record, 
"A fun new album made of bits and pieces 
of vintage children's tunes" . It's absurd and 
frequently scary genius. 

There's also an Our Baby's First Mixtape - but, 
be warned, it's influenced more by our scouring 
car boot fairs for secondhand baby clothes and 
accoutrements than by Isaac's actual taste. 

Misty's Big Adventure 

Why do Misty's Big Adventure appeal to 
children and - yes - babies? 

"Well, the dancing monster helps! They normally 
wantto beat him up! But I guess it's mainly because 
our music can be quite fun and silly. I write fairly 
simple melodies so they're easy to sing along to 
and I always throw in odd little sounds when you 
may not expect them . " 
Do you have kids of your own? 
"No. I have three nephews though. They call me 
Uncle Scary! My brother Jon recently made me 
Godfather Gareth, which I was very pleased about. 
It's got a good ring to it! I've been recording my 
five-year-old nephew Theo today on our Christmas 
single 'Where Do Jam Jars Go At Xmas Time?' 
I'm training him up for Misty's Juniors! " 
Are you fond of kids? 

"I'd say so. They make me laugh. They're way more 
creative and imaginative than us. They just have 
a totally different perspective on the world. And 
they look like weird little aliens when they're born ! " 
Toy instruments, much jollity (albeit with 
a darker side), songs that recall Bugsy Malone 
and Madness... children's music seems to be 
a theme in Misty's. Why is this? 
"It's not something I do on purpose. I use toy 
instruments for many reasons. Firstly, they're cheap 
and you can get them from car boot sales. Secondly 
they're very portable and at the same time hard to 



break, so ideal for lugging to gigs. And thirdly 
because you can get some mental sounds out 
of them! Musically, it's because I love people like 
Raymond Scott, Joe Meek and Spike Jones. They 
all had the ability to make you laugh with just music. 
I like the idea of Misty's being a rundown circus. 
The music is happy and lively but the words are 
darker and give our songs a slightly more sinister 
edge. There's a Jam sketch where Chris Morris 
is dancing through the woods with a woman's 
dismembered body to the tune of 'Man Na Mah 
Na'. It's good old-fashioned twisted humour! " 
What makes a classic children's record? 
"When the people making it have actually put loads 
of effort into it. The guy who did all the music for 
Loony Toons, Carl Stalling, worked late into the 
night scoring his mental arrangements. He'd then 
have a 60-piece orchestra made up of the most 
amazing players fitting it all in with the cartoon. 
Unlike today when they hire one man and his MIDI 
keyboard to come up with some generic music. You 
need inventive melodies, an unusual arrangement 
and a message. I do love a good message! " 
What's the most fucked-up children's record 
you've heard? 

"Gotto be 'Sing Along with Ronald McDonald'! It's 
sick because it's made out to be a great educational 
record. At the start of each side it encourages 
parents to play it to their kids as much as possible 
so they memorise the words. In 'The McAlphabet 
Song', for example, the letter V stands for 'Ronald 
McDonald, your favourite clown'. Bastards! " 
Would you agree that the whole pantheon of 
rock'n'roll music is simply a refusal to grow up, 
accept the adult world? 



favourite children's records 



Sesame Street Havin' Fun With Ernie And Bert 

Dr Seuss Yertle The Turtle And Other Stories 

Victor Jory Tubby The Tuba 

Frank Morgan Gossamer Wump 

Tom Glazer and Dottie Evans Space Songs 

David Bowie (narrator) Peter And The Wolf 

Norman Rose I Am A Circus 

Cyril Ritchard, Celeste Holm and Boris Karloff 

Mother Goose 

Hamid Mailton Camp and Judy Graubart 

(narrators) Rumpelstiltskin 

Bruce Haack Hush Little Robot 

(Mike Langlie) 

Kid Power (American Seventies TV cartoon 

soundtrack) 

Happy Monsters (weird story album involving two 

kids and their adventures in the land of Ooog) 

Wombling Songs (I love The Wombles) 

Meet Tammy And Friends (a cheap rip-off of 

a Barbie Doll makes record. Yes!) 

Schoolhouse Rock (Features Three Is A Magic 

Number' and 'My Hero, Zero') 

Soothing Sounds For Babies (electronic bleeps 

for children by Raymond Scott) 

The Nutcracker Suite (Spike Jones' version) 

The Muppet Show 

The Way Out Record For Children (by Bruce 

Haack. Educational Sixties electronica) 

Keep On Wombling (the Revolver of kids' albums) 

(Grandmaster Gareth) 



'My nephews call me Uncle Scary!' 

- Grandmaster Gareth, Misty's Big Adventure 



"Who wants to accept the adult world? It's a pretty 
grey place. All the best songwriters have wanted to 
remain little children. That's why Brian Wilson had 
a sandpit! Trouble is, the music industry is so full of 
MOR-loving adults. A continual Battle of the Blands! " 
Disney - the Devil's work or a force for light? 
"There's no denying they've had some very talented 
people work for them, but they do also encourage 
a bland uniformity. Anyone who gets Elton John 
to do soundtracks possesses strong Satanic ties! " 
Scout Niblett once stated that her desire is to 
write something as catchy and instantaneous 
as a playground chant. Discuss. 
"It's a good ambition. I aspire more to the nursery 
rhyme crew! 'Blah Blah, Blair Blair/ Are you full of 
bull shit? /Yes sir, Yes sir/Three bags full of it. '" 
Favourite children's cartoon, film, character, 
nursery tale, comic... 

"HeMan And The Masters Of The Universe used to 
be my favourite cartoon as a kid. I've still got all my 
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rocking the cradle 



action figures! The original Charlie And The Chocolate Factory \s probably my 

favourite film. My favourite characters are The Twits by Roald Dahl. 'The Bear 

Went Over The Mountain' is my favourite nursery rhyme and my favourite comic 

is The Beano." 

Scariest part of being a kid? 

"The kids in the year above ! " 

Twink 

What inspired you to make an album entirely out of vintage 
children's records? 

"In my quest to make catchy and fun music appropriate for toy instruments, 

I've been collecting and studying tons of vintage kiddie records as inspiration. 

It's almost all surprising and great. Lots of creative and weird arrangements 

designed to evoke specific moods, crossing many genres and even inventing 

new ones. Even if you're familiar with and fond of the original material, I think 

my audio collages put them in a new and different context. " 

Do you have kids of your own? Are you fond of kids? 

" None of my own, but a lot of friends and family are at the age where they have 

their own toddlers. I have a pretty good rapport with kids - probably because 

I still like playing with toys and acting silly myself. " 

Toy pianos, toy orchestras, simple quirky cut-up sound... children's 

music seems to be a theme in Twink generally. Why is this? 

"After years of being in brooding, serious bands, I was ready to spread some 

joy. I've always had an affinity for the ridiculous, and I think trying to make 

'professional' art with toys is as ridiculous as it gets. Trying to make something 

complex out of seemingly simple tools is a fun project. " 

What makes a classic children's record? 

"It needs to create its own world that kids will find fascinating and want 

to return to over and over. The crazier and funnier the better. " 

What's the most fucked-up children's record you've heard? 

"Having Fun At The Easter Bunny Party. A character named Poppa Bunny lures 

a kid to his home with the promise of chocolate and goodies. He dresses the kid 

up in a bunny suit, and gives him a giant 'carrot'. I know a lot of old stuff sounds 

like double entendres, but it's ridiculous how twisted this record seems." 

Would you agree that the whole pantheon of rock'n'roll music is simply 

a refusal to grow up, accept the adult world? 

"Absolutely. It seems like each new trend in rock comes when the previous 

one 'grows up' too much and needs to be dismantled and re-birthed. " 

Disney - the Devil's work or a force for light? 

"Early Disney is flat out brilliant, and often quite edgy. For the past 25 years 

they've been reliant on some pathetic formulas. They may need to hit rock 

bottom before they're desperate enough to be groundbreakers again." 

Scout Niblett once stated that her desire is to write something as catchy 

and instantaneous as a playground chant. Discuss. 

"That's a noble goal, and harder than it sounds. Stripping something down 

to a perfect essence that can be enjoyed and understood universally. As much 

as I like prog rock, it's something like a simple cell phone jingle that gets caught 

in my head for days." 

Favourite children's cartoon, film, character, nursery tale, comic... 

"Charlie Brown. I was kind of an accident-prone loner as a kid, and he felt like 

a brother-in-arms. Knowing he could get through his problems helped me 

manage mine. Plus, I felt that no matter how much of a loser I felt like, Charlie 

Brown would always be worse! " 

Scariest part of being a kid? 

"Not having the ability or words to express myself adequately. From trying to 

state my emotions and fears to my parents, to worrying about what I should 

scream when the monsters came out of my closet. " 
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isaac's first mixtape 



Side One 

Misty's Big Adventure Two Brains 
Ian Dury & The Blockheads 

Hit Me With Your Rhythm Stick 

Rachel Sweet Hairspray 

The Long Blondes Lust In The Movies 

Jona Lewie Stop The Cavalry 

Tenpole Tudor 

Swords Of A Thousand Men 

Kitty Daisy & Lewis 

Honolulu Rock'N'Roll-A 

Buddy Holly Heartbeat 

The Muppets Mah Na Mah Na 

The Tornados Telstar 

Ramones I Want You Around 

Jonathan Richman & The Modern 

Lovers Egyptian Reggae 

Squeeze Up The Junction 

BEF feat Gary Glitter Suspicious Minds 

The Chefs You Get Everywhere 



Side Two 

The Jungle Book OST The Bear 

Necessities/I Wan'na Be Like You 

The Modettes Twist And Shout 

The Concretes Miss You 

Misty's Big Adventure 

Never Stops Never Rests Never Sleeps 

Supergrass Coffee In The Pot 

Dan Sartain & The Serpientes 

Cobras Pt II 

Devendra Banhart 

I Feel Just Like A Child 

Desford Colliery Band Those 

Magnificent Men In Their Flying Machines 

Oompa Loompas Pts l-IV 

The Diskettes Jump Up 

Calvin Johnson Rabbit Blood 

The Research C'mon Chameleon 

Jonathan Richman & The Modern 

Lovers Ice Cream Man (live) 



BRIGHT EYES 
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Clean and stylish in her puffy white RocaWear 
jacket, oversized chunky silver hooped earrings and 
slack, sparkly belt, Baby Blue laughs and plays with 
her hair. She looks like she's been beamed down 
from another planet. A Technicolor person in 
a monochrome world, she would shine most places, 
but in the dusty basement of a Spartan excuse for 
a cafe off Brick Lane, late afternoon just after dusk, 
she dazzles with determination, poise and attitude. 

In person, much as on record, she's charming, 
friendly even when bemused. She was born in 1 985, 
five years after former mentor Estelle. She's strictly 
a rap artist but was influenced while growing up by 
her parents taste. 

" My mum listens to a lot of Aretha Franklin, a lot 
of Nina Simone," she says. 'I love Stevie Wonder. 
You know there's times when you just want to 
relax. I listen to people like Musiq Soulchild. Hip hop 
is like a mixture of everything: classical, jazz, blues, 
soul, rock. You have to have a sense of all these 
different kinds of music." 

The first woman she saw rapping who made her 
think "I could do this" wasLauryn Hill, who's still 
a fair comparison for her sound, but sometimes 
she comes on harder than Lauryn - like Kelis gone 
to charm school. Or granite, like you'd imagine Rah 



Digga's daughter to sound, two octaves higher than 
mum. And she doesn't sing, apart from whenshe's 
in the shower. 

Whatever, just figure: Baby Blue is not someone 
you want to fuck with. 

Her verses are daydreams in the key of wounded 
joy and anger. On 'Dreamin', she fantasises about 
slashing and smashing her boyfriend's car. Even 
'Love Story', a Disney-esque picture of domestic 
bliss co-starring MOBO-award-winning man of 
the season Sway, has a vicious undertow of casual 
violence-think a 2005 Bonnie and Clyde with slaps 
instead of shotguns. 

Then there's 'A Good Man', a narrative of 
unprecedented horror more scary even than 
Klashnekoff's army salute on the cover of last 
month's Touch magazine. It starts innocuously 
enough as a list of expectations, sort of like Isaac 
Hayes' The Ten Commandments Of Love' at 
78 with a dozen long appendices, remixed by 
Rodney Jerkins. 

But she keeps shunting the stakes higher. At 
first, she comes with reasonable enough - if harshly 
expressed - pleas for good behaviour, fidelity, that 
sort of thing. But soon enough, she has moved past 
"You must not slip - one false move and you'll be 



A 2005 Bonnie 
and Clyde with 
slaps instead of 
shotguns 



straight out" 'to a dismissive sneer: "He's getting me 
vexed like it's that time of the month. " 

She damns him like "I know you need love but 
I don't want a sensitive thug", before concluding 
in typically feisty style with an ad-lib on the run-out. 
"Man got to recognise, we're not putting up with 
your shit," she starts, before finishing with: "It's 
a new era, like the cap on my head. " 

She's right, too, in so many ways. It's a new era 
for her, anticipated by the CD's subtitle, The World 
Will Know, and punctured with typical deadpan 
wit by Sway. "The world will know what?" he asks. 
And it's a new era for black music in the UK. Not 
that this is entirely her doing, butshecan proudly 
lay claim to having helped usher it in. With her 
debut LP proper, Through Innocent Eyes, in sight, 
it's likely she'll to have a large hand in shaping its 
future, too. 

And she's not even 21. 

How has the scene changed? 

" It's a lot bigger. There wasn't as many DJs on 
major stations as there are now. There weren't as 
many artists. Now it's like everyone's rapping and 
everyone's got a video on Channel U. Then, when 
I said to people that I rapped, it was like, 'How did 
you get into that?' and whatever, but now it's just 
not unusual at all." 

Had you heard much UK rap before you started 
getting involved in the scene? "I listened to more 
American stuff at the time - 1 didn't really know 
of many UK artists. Like I said, it wasn't being 
supported on the radio. Not the kind of radio 
I listened to when I was 14, anyway." 

So far, Blue has made her way in the industry 
through a series of sharp tactical allegiances with 
a few controversial people, from her year with 
Estelle through a string of features with Cam'ron- 
endorsed Diplomat affiliates Mega and Mayhem 
of SAS/Eurogang. 

She's quick to defend them against accusations 
that they peddle an unreal, Americanised sound, 
perhaps dropping a few clues as to where she sees 
herself going in the future. 

"If we don't branch out and work with people 
from all over the world, there's no way the UK 
scene is gonna move forward, " she says. "We have 
to go and work with American, European or Asian 
artists and producers to get our stuff heard in those 
parts of the world. SAS have actually spent a lot of 
time out there. They've opened a lot of doors. 

"In America, people like Kanye West and The 
Diplomats are now more interested in us. Jay-Z is 
interested in Lady Sovereign. That's because of 
people like SAS... and Monie Love, I guess from 
the past. But there are only a few people who've 
done it. So everyone should really respect them." 

At the same time, you were on the 'Fuck New 
York' track with Sway. 

"That track was just bigging up London. It 
was basically..." 

It was a joke? 

"Yeah, and it was just saying, 'UK, stand up!'" 

What do you think we've got to offer? 

"The accent, for one. The Americans love it. 
In Britain, we come with something that's more 
exciting, because it's new, and it's not always 
playing all the time. It's more real. Over in Asia 
and Europe, they love it. We've got a lot to offer. " 
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Ten years after her fragile blues and raw soul made 
Cat Power an underground myth # Chan Marshall 
is still growing up in public 
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Do I crave 
normal routine! 
Yeah, I crave it, 
the comfort 
and security' 
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cat power 



. . .weren't you also interviewed by Melody Maker! 

"I was interviewed by NME, but it didn't run." 

By Everett True? 

"Yes, that was weird. " 

You didn't like doing that? 

"Well I guess he drinks a lot or something. He's 
a tough guy. When he met me he went to take off 
his gloves but he kept on one glove to shake my 
hand. I was like, 'Fuck off. We ate together, then 
he said let's ask some serious questions. He was 
seriously asking strong questions. He was asking 
better questions than the ones I usually get. But then 
in what he wrote he didn't talk about the interview 
at all." 

Yeah, it made you seem like you are really shy. 

"Yeah, if I'm intimidated. With him I was 
intimidated. They told me to watch out for him. 
I actually liked him, but when he got drunk he was 
too much. But that's the way he is. They told me 
he discovered Grunge music. I felt his presence. 
He's a tough guy and sure he intimidated the shit 
out of me. I guess I'm just easily intimidated. " 

(Cat Power interview with 'Amy', April 1 997) 

There's a new Cat Power album due out, 
The Greatest. I know what you're thinking. 
You're wrong. 

First, it's not a 'Best Of. And second, it's not 
harrowing or sparse or jolting or vile. Not particularly 

- not on a superficial level, leastways. It soothes. 
It caresses. It beckons. It feels whole. Songs don't 
meander fretfully, don't hang around agitated, 
betoken to the silence - but gently throb with the 
sort of casually understated musicianship you'd 
expect from backing players who've played with 
Al Green and Booker T. In this house, there's 

a 'Martha Wainwright clause' that my wife invokes 
to dismiss any music that she feels I'm becoming 
too companionable with when she perceives it to 
be mainstream, dull: KTTunstall, Katie Melua. . . 
notofmykind. I keep telling her it doesn't matter: 
polishing doesn't always remove the sheen, it 
wasn't that I didn't like Martha, she didn't like 
me, but... wham! Out it comes, third song in: 
the subtle, countrified, probably autobiographical 
'Lived In Bars'. 

"This sounds like..." 

NO! I scream. NO! I like Martha but... 

"Is this what Cat Power always sound like?" 
Charlotte enquires. 

No. Noway. Usually, her songs are far starker, 
haunted with the ghosts of her upbringing in the 
deep South and the scars that fundamentalist 
Baptist teaching often leaves; shy whispers and 
half-imagined interpretations. Surely, you've got 
to remember The Covers Record, that one I played 
continually in Melbourne, in 2000. That's the one 
that ruined indie rock for half-a-decade, made an 
entire phalanx of singer-songwriters think all they 
need to do to impart 'soul' is to slow a crazy-assed 
rock number down, suck out its lifeblood and feast 
upon the trembling remains. 

I'd even slyly compared Chan Marshall's previous 
album, 2003's You Are Free to a brand of face 
moisturiser, in an attempt to point out how familiar 
her warm, waif-like sound was starting to sound. 

The strangest aspect of Chan's music is the fact 
there's so little of it: live, she can be worse than coy, 
hiding her fears away behind a curtain of hair, barely 
intoning words. She can't play the guitar or piano 
very well, her voice is limited. That's not her appeal, 
though, certainly not to the hundreds of fascinated 
boys posting messages about her on the Internet 

- the sort of people who are usually the first to say, 
"If sail about the music". 

Chan Marshall's appeal lies in her personality 

- the way she refuses to compromise, the way she 
follows whatever mood-swing takes her, the vivid 
contradictions surrounding her persona (on the one 
hand, painfully insecure and beset by demons - on 



'Popping pills and drinking booze, 

you just fucking lose your mind' 



the other, front cover material for tattle sheets). 
She's the indie celebrity it's OK to be ghoulishly 
fascinated by. Also, as Frances May Morgan points 
out, Chan has an ability to speak honestly about 
alcohol and loss of control and violence in a way that 
"so few women feel able to express" . All of these 
add up to a potent myth - a myth only exacerbated 
by releases like last year's Speaking For Trees DVD 
wherein the singer spent the entire film strolling 
around in a wood, occasionally strumming a guitar. 
But this new album... this is adult. Grown up and 
all the better for it. Listen to that warm Hammond 
organ coursing through living Proof - all songs 
recorded in Memphis' Ardent Studios in just five 
days. Listen to her voice hiccupping on 'Love & 
Communication' like Kate Bush if she'd grown up 
being shunted from school to school, tormented 
by desire and drugs and alcohol and knowing that 
the easiest thing in the world was to act upon 
those desires, not caring about consequence. 

Are you grown up now? 

"Good question. A friend was discussing two 
females, and I said, 'Maybe you're perplexed 
because one is much more of a woman while the 
other is more of a girl'. Both are sides to being a 
female. I don't know if I'm grown up. Emotionally, 
I don'tthink I am. I'll be 34 in January. Maybe I am?" 

Is that emotional insecurity part of being 
an artist? 

"Is that written on your hand?" Chan peers 
over at my sleeve and laughs. " I don't know. It's 
more of being a human. It's easier for. . .Structure. 
Structure makes you. . .anyone can be an artist. " 

Would you indulge yourself anyway, 
whether you were an artist or not? I have 
this theory that most of rock'n'roll music is. . . 

" I wouldn't consider myself rock'n'roll music. " 

What would you consider your music? 

" I don't know. " She laughs self-consciously. 
"I guess because it's minimalistic, elementary, that 
makes it childlike..." 

If you attained emotional maturity would 
you still create? 

" Interesting . . . maybe some people have their 
own structures, and these rules and patterns they 
maintain every day to make them emotionally 
secure and emotionally whatever. . .I don't know. " 

Would you like to have those constrictions? 

"Constrictions? No. That is a bad word. Do 
I crave normal routine? Yeah, I crave it, the comfort 
of it and security of it." 

Do you nurture your loneliness? Is it 
conducive to your art? 

"No, I don't. I don't like it. I don't think anyone 
likes it. Do they?" 

Some people relish it. When I used to travel 
a lot, getting drunk, meeting new people every 
night, I relished it - but I felt incredibly lonely 
at the same time. 

"Hmmm." 

If you're in a relationship then a lot of the 
excitement of meeting new people goes. 

"Yeah, that's true. But obviously a relationship 
that doesn't work out can be lonely too. " 

thoughts on cat power live 

Posted by: Stewbeard 

Posted on: 20 June, 2003, 10:28am 

Went to see her at Mono in Glasgow on Wednesday 
evening. All the stuff about her being painfully shy 



and shambolic is only true in part. At the start she 
said, "Now it's time to suck", before launching into 
a countrified take on 'Good Woman' that most 
certainly didn't suck. She was very sweet and funny, 
quite eccentric, and as the gig went on she got more 
and more drunk, but still managed to sing real good. 
It got a bit shambolic towards the end. Her solo spot 
was a little less assured, although her 'Satisfaction' 
was stunning. 

The band returned for a bizarre slo-core cover 
of 'Black Sabbath', then a soul medley of Try Me', 
These Arms Of Mine', and 'Fuck The Pain Away', 
with Chan kneeling on the ground, one hand 
leaning on the mic stand, Patti Smith style. She was 
pretty wasted by now and didn't sound so good, 
but the band was in good voice, particularly the 
violinist, who added some real nice stuff. 

Her banter was kind of mad - she pointed 
at someone and said, "You look like a cross 
between. . .a couple of people", then at one point 
she asked some dude in the crowd for a drink after 
the show and duly walked off stage with him in 
tow at the end, to cheers from the girls and broken 
hearted sighs from the boys. 

(All posts from Careless Talk Costs Lives forum) 

You were a birthing partner recently - what 
made you decide to be one? 

"She asked me. It was her second baby, I'm really 
close to her daughter and . . .she knows what I want. 
She knows that I crave that thing, whatever, having 
kids, the human thing, the love -the safe, secure. . . " 

Oh yeah. That's something you can only get 
from a baby - those endorphins, or whatever 
the hell they are, that kick in when the baby 
looks up at you completely trusting. . . 

"Yay!" 

Your new album sounds quite grown up... 

"That's what someone else said. Maybe it is, " 
she sighs. "I don't know. It's not an insult." 

What does it signify? 

"What does it signify if the music is getting 
more calm? Do you think it's calm?" 

No. I detect uneasiness and loneliness 
underneath the mellow grooves... 

"Yeah," Chan laughs relieved. "There's 
something going on there! " 

Was the maturity conscious? 

"Conscious. . .conscious. . .the record came out 
exactly opposite to what I wanted. I wanted it to 
have a lot of space and not a lot of sound. I wanted 
to express how the songs felt to me, which wasn't 
the way they were recorded. I've yet to do it - but 
I was in transition too, and the people I was playing 
with made the songs much more positive. It felt like 
starting over." 

Were they all seasoned musicians? 

"They were... yeah... like real, urn, musicians. 
You know, like the way songs used to be. I wanted 
people like that but I didn't know they would be 
so. . .SO. . .professional. They needed a structure 
- and obviously, my songs are inconsistent time- 
wise. To create a structure for the songs made 
them different. There wasn't time to worry, or 
think, or relax." 

The reason I haven't gone to see you play 
live for so long now is because the reports 
I get are... 

"So obnoxious..." 

...So wonderful! I don't want to destroy 
the illusion that is being built up in my head. 
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'I didn't know I was being self- 
destructive. I thought I was just 
trying to make it through the day' 



"No! They're monstrous." 

They're not monstrous. People say, "Oh 
Chan didn't want to perform that night and 
smoked a cigarette with some guy instead", or 
"Chan wandered naked through that airport"... 

" How did you hear about that? Who told you 
that? I wasn't naked. I had boxer shorts on." 

It was in Ireland. 

"It was in Ireland? OK. Fuck. I was really... you 
know... lonely and drunk." 

That's alcohol for you: it's a depressant. 

"Yeah, and I was on anti-depressants for the first 
and last time in my life. Just friends, you know... oh 
I take this and I take that, and she takes that and 
he takes that and. . .listening to people. I went to 
a doctor. I was really suffering and he was like, 'Oh, 
you have this!' -and I just held onto it. It worked 
for me then, because I was really down. It picked 
me up like speed: popping pills and drinking booze, 
you just fucking lose your mind. I didn't realise what 
was happening until it was like. . . " 

You just go along with whatever situation 
confronts you and worry about the 
consequences years later. 

"Yeah, that's very true. " She sighs again. 

Did you ever have that thing where you 
drink and drink, and you don't care if you 
wake up in the morning -or ever... 

"And it's difficult because nobody talks about 
it, that depression or social alienation or whatever 
it is that makes you feel worthless. . . " 

It's doubly difficult because all the people 
you know love you for your wild craziness, 
your volatility - it means you're really fun to 
be out with because you're so unpredictable. 
It doesn't help the person in question, but then 
again... they're exacerbating the situation 
themselves. Aren't you? 

"No." 

OK. 

"I haven't been drinking that much and I'm..." 

Ah - so you are growing up! 

" Kind of. When I was on that last whole period 
of time, I would just roll over in my hotel bed and 
- mini-bar, from eight in the morning until I passed 
out. I'm not doing that, and people think that I am, 
so if I have a little scotch before I play they'll go, 
'Oh, it says on your rider, do not give her any liquor'. 
There's that frustration to prove that I can get myself 
back together." 

So I hear all these reports of you 
performing, whether it's on stage or not, and 
I'm like, these reports are just fine but I don't 
need to see it. Somewhere along the line 
I grew out enjoying watching people I like 
be self-destructive. 

" I didn't know I was being self-destructive. I just 
thought I was trying to make it through the day. " 

thoughts on cat power live 

Posted by: Ben 

Posted on: 20 June, 2003, 3:1 1 pm 

I saw Cat Power in Leicester last night and she was 
totally hyperactive and hyped up on coffee. She 
gave the audience strawberries! She gave my friend 
a strawberry! ^^^^_ 

"Do you like sugar?" 

No. 

"You don't like sugar?" Chan laughs in disbelief 
then catches my eye nervously. "No?" 

58 1 plan b 



Not in coffee, unless it's instant and then 
I use it to mask the taste. 

"Did you see The Aviator?" 

No. Why? 

"Just curious. Because you said 'mask' and 
that reminded me of Leonard Di Caprio. I wonder 
if you'd like it. There's a really good scene in it where 
he gets in the car and he's trying to concentrate 
to not flip out, so he's trying to spell a word - 
'Quarantine' - and he can't get it right. I wonder 
if you'd like it. It's hard to watch it the first time 
because all you see is Leonardo Di Caprio." 

Do you like Moulin Rouge? 

"I didn't- but I've only watched it once." 

It's a riot of colour. I love the way it reclaims 
banal lyrics and turns them into something 
special again - because that's what people 
do every day with chart songs, add layers of 
meaning that simply weren't there originally. 

"Fantastical?" 

Yeah. It was like something from West Side 
Story or Oliver... 

"I liked the Roman Polanski version of that. I saw 
it with my eight-year-old goddaughter. 'Why are 
those men eating all that food?' I was explaining all 
of the things... because it is a mature movie... him 
killing the girl. I told herthat hejust beat her up." 

Every boy of my generation had a crush on 
Nancy -the movie came out in the Sixties and 
quickly got transposed into school musicals. It 
was always the most buxom girl who got to 
play that part. 

"Theatre, " she laughs. "Were you in theatre? 
No? I was in some class where we all had to dress up 
as animals - 1 was a mouse and the little boy in front 
of me was a butterfly. We had to come out and sing 
-and he couldn't remember his line." 

Can you remember your childhood? 

"Of course! All kinds of stuff... breaking into 
my neighbour's house and wearing my mom's high 
heels with my sister, and eating their food... and urn, 
sneaking out, going to army base, different things." 

Were you a tea ra way? 

"Kinda," she sighs. "More structure came later." 

Did you beat up boys? 

"Absolutely not." 

Did you beat up girls? 

"Absolutely not. I've only been in one altercation 
ever in my life." 

Really? How old were you - 28? 

"Yeah, I was. It was at this party. I'd just got off 
the plane and I was tired and my ex-boyfriend was 
like, 'I know where we can get free drinks, let's go'. 
It was with all these young fashion people, a lot of 
champagne, girls in gorgeous dresses - and I looked 
like shit. So I'm sitting there and this girl comes up, 
I'd seen her round New York for about 1 years, 
riding a bike with her friend, going through garbage 
cans, finding clothes. She picks up my drink, looks 
at me, drops the drink at my feet and walks away. 
I was like, 'Fuck'. It was really difficult for me to 
confront her because I kept making up all these 
different excuses in my brain. And then she did it 
again, with a drink that had cranberry in it - but this 
time it splashed her coat. The third time she came 
over, I grabbed her arm and bent it behind her back, 
grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down. 
I wasn't going to hit her but everyone else thought, 
'OH! Fight!' and everything got really intense and 
people started hitting me cos it looked like I was 
starting shit with her. I felt awful afterwards. " 



thoughts on cat power live 

Posted by: Derek 

Posted on: 23 June, 2003, 2:42am 

Dublin 22nd. She comes onstage and asks 
everyone to sit down on the floor. She talks for 
a while then plays a song, then rambles for a few 
minutes and starts the next song. It seems like she 
is making up the words as she is going. That song 
finishes and she starts to play 'Good Woman', stops, 
starts again, stops 30 seconds in, stops, starts again 
and plays it the whole way through. Then she 
rambles on for what seems like half-an-hour, starts 
the next jam, just messing around at the piano, asks 
a heckler to repeat what he said and offers anyone 
who wants to leave the chance to get a refund. 

She plays another half a jam and shouts really 
loud for the support act guy. He jumps onstage and 
takes the guitar while Chan takes the microphone 
into the crowd, sits down and sings another jam 
until someone comes over, takes the microphone 
and says, "Thank you ladies and gentlemen the 
show is now over" . The crowd gives her a big 
cheer, and she dances to the CD being played which 
is Radiohead followed by New York Dolls. Some 
guys in the crowd decide to take advantage of the 
situation hugging her and kissing her on the lips. 
So for my money I got to hear one song off You Are 
Free, two unknown songs and three half-hearted 
jams, in between one hour of random stories 
and rambling. 

It was like watching a car crash in slow motion. 

Are you religious? 

"Er... I just had a fucking talk about this with 
the same girl who was making me realise I'm not 
grown up..." 

You look grown up. 

"Thank you." 

I had an image of you in my mind's eye that 
you don't conform to. I think I'd be intimidated 
if I was meeting you for the first time. 

Chan blows a raspberry. 

You don't want to intimidate people? What 
about all the assholes? 

"Intimidate the assholes?" 

Don't you want to be so only the people 
you want to speak to you speak to you? 

"I've always felt that I'm just passing through." 

Do you see your primary purpose in life as 
to entertain? 

"No. To stay alive and have a comfortable bed." 

What about when you go out? 

"Go out at night, to a bar? To feel comfortable 
with whoever I'm with." 

So you're trying to fit in the whole time? 

" No, no, no. That doesn't work. But I want to 
have a good time. Obviously I want it to be with 
a friend, and I want it to have some meaning, 
some importance." 

You do? 

"I don't know." 

So - are you religious? 

" I don't whether everyone has this or not. It 
might have something to do with my grandmother 
- she's very religious and a very good person. When 
you're a little kid, you learn about glorious God, 
compassionate Jesus and evil Satan and wandering 
demons, and about two plus two. All these things, 
they're horrible things, all these nasty wretched 
sinners... but there's this great light that's amazing 
and powerful and wonderful and so pure. So you 
learn all these opposites while you're learning 
math and human behaviour and experience. Am 
I religious? I don't know, but that thing is there 
inside me. But my friend was telling me last night, 
you've got to get rid of it - but it's really hard . . . 

"I don't know what I'm saying," she whispers. 
"I guess I am. I believe that something good exists, 
but then if you believe something good exists you 
also believe something really bad exists too. " 




cat power 



thoughts on cat power live 

Posted by: Kaori 

Posted on: 30 June, 2003, 9:18pm 

. . . "Like a car crash in slow motion ". . . 

That's beautiful, though. That's what we want 
from a performer, no? Not just a polished, dead-on, 
deadened set but a little bit of a life unfolding before 
us; a narrative unravelling before our eyes. In the 
interview she talked about her younger boy, didn't 
she, and how in love they were, and how they were 
going to have babies. . .and then you hear a rumour 
that they're finished after four years, and you see 
her exercising her right as a rock star to select and 
consume the fans supplicating before her. It's an 
inversion of the usual rock star/groupie gender 
balance; a subversion. Intoxicant abuse, hackneyed 
rock star poses, a falling apart - that's what I want 
from a gig. You know that they went off and drank 
till their mouths were purpled with wine and his 
hands were tangled in her hair. 

Yeah. That's what I want. 

When did you start smoking? 

"Second grade, my mom, we were going to 
get cigarettes for her after school for when she got 
home from work. Going to the store, shoplifting 
candy, having the money for the cigarettes, eating 
the candy, getting the cigarettes and sometimes 
couldn't get the candy, she'd take a shower and the 
cigarettes were there, whatever - almost as if it's 
something to eat. She was trying to teach me how 
to French inhale and blow circles, but when I got 
older, fifth grade, and she found the cigarettes, 
she was like, 'I want you to come in and smoke that 
whole cigarette in front of me'. I wanted to show 
her what I'd learnt - from my mom - so I was really 
sucking on it. It was awful." 

Are you still a nervous person? 

"I'm always nervous. I guess when I'm alone 
I'm not nervous." 

Do you worry what people think of you? 

"Urn. There's this man I think is handsome 
and we have nothing in common - but if I am 
somewhere where he is, or find out he's there, 
something like that-yeah." 

So you worry about what someone thinks 
of you if you fancy him? 

"Yeah." 

What if you don't? 

"That's it, if I fancy them . . . because I become 
self-imploding, or whatever it is. It's awful. I'd just 
rather avoid it. I think going to all these different 
schools growing up, and always being the new kid, 
and on the one hand never being part of the group 
and on the other always being mysterious, invisible 
or whatever... I knew I wasn't there, in a way. So you 
sit back and observe - not by choice. " 

When I was 24 1 never used to look at 
people at all. 

"I used to be like that too," Chan whispers. 

thoughts on cat power live 

Posted by: martin 

Posted on: 3 July, 2003, 1 1 :28am 

I saw her supporting Dirty Three a couple of months 
back, and to be honest I don't find someone 
drunkenly practising piano and guitar as if they're 
in their bedroom particularly entertaining. It was 
funny to begin with, but I just felt sorry for her in 
the end. She was wasting her very obvious talent 
by being a bit of a dick. 



What motivates you to continue making 
your music? 

"Obviously, at the time I'm making music, 
it's that moment. It's like being really 
thirsty. It takes you away from 
everything, or puts you 
somewhere - and that 
validates you." 



How often do you write songs? 

"I usually have a purging, like writing three 
in one day or three in one week - so it could 
be every few months. " 

Are lyrics important to you? 

"It's part of the puzzle of defining 
what's going on at the time - the 
words help make the puzzle fit, 
otherwise everything's really 
abstract. The music is calming 
and the words help describe 
the confusion of feelings. 

Are you conscious 
when you write 
your lyrics? 

"Urn, that's 
a good question. 
I don't know -that's 
the thing, I don't 
know! It's the same 
with playing live, 
ifyoucangetto 
that thing..." 

If I'm struggling 
then I'm fretting 
over every word... 

"Oh no. I can't do 
that. No. It would be 
like, The dog played 
with the ball'. It's like 
your subconscious 
tapping you on your 
shoulder so you look 
back." Chan pauses, and 
takes stock. "This is deep. 
That's good. The questions 
are not like questions." 

Do you see any of them 
written down, apart from 
on my sleeve? 

"Uh-huh." 

I interviewed Roger 
Waters, and he ended up 
reciting poetry and singing to 
me. You haven't sung to me. 

"I didn't?" She looks 
abashed, attempts a tune. " 'The 
dog played with the ball'. It would 
be so stupid if I had to think about 
questions - oh my Lord ! Thank 
you. Phew. Lunch. You hungry?" 

. . .afterwards, we stand outside 
the Hanbury Ballroom, revelling 
in our beauty and grime. Four 
nights ago, I fell asleep on the 
bathroom floor and woke in the 
morning with a towel wrapped 
around my waist. Two friends 
stood outside refused entry 
because one of them was 
too. . .What's the word Jerry? 
Drunk, I suggested helpfully as 
security laughed. I danced like 
a blushing 1 8-year-old to sweet 
girl group sounds. Chan Marshall 
becomes sexy when she dances. 
I drink too much and become 
extremely obnoxious, depressed 
and argumentative. It's OK. I'm 
among fellow drunks. As long as 
your behaviour doesn't deviate 
from the norm you'll be fine. 
Know when to act like an asshole. 
(Everett True's web journal, 25 
August 2001) 
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Get knocked out by the vertiginous rock rush of Cardiff's Shooting At Unarmed Men 



But enough about Shooting At Unarmed Men; 
let's talk about Melt-Banana. 

Melt-Banana played Bristol last night. They 
dissembled eardrums, and with the pulpy 
remains formed beautiful torture sculptures 
in my head. 

It was an amazing gig. I can't remember 
anything about it except an exciting fog of 
sensation in the back of the head. What did 
they play? Songs! Who were the support acts? 
Some bands! It was amazing, but if you asked 
me to review it, I would be screwed and have 
to resort to a lot of excited hand-waving and 
distraction tactics. Look! Over there! It's a florid 
metaphor! I'll be off now, thanks. 

Seeing Shooting At Unarmed Men live was 
exactly like that. 

I'm convinced pirate-chieftain Frances asked 
me to write this feature as some editorial 
equivalent of calling my bluff when I handed 
in a particularly enthusiastic but completely 
content-bereft live review of them for the last 
issue of Plan B. What she doesn't know is that 
not knowing anything is a particularly useful 
kinda knowledge, to paraphrase the Joey 
Ramone of Classical Greece. We'll show her, 
and her fancy book-smarts. Knowing nothing 
about a gig implies something went right. 
Shooting At Unarmed Men? They may as well 
have gunned us all down. All feelings, with 
the only thought being the vertiginous rush 
of the ground dropping away beneath us. 

It's different on their debut album, of 
course. With Soon There Will Be..., you have 
time to contemplate. It's the same relation 
between singer/guitarist Jon Chappie's 
previous band Mclusky live and on CD. 
On record, the barked, joyous scream of syntax 
was all wit and attack. Live, it's all about the 
affirming noise, the raw effect of a barked 
syllable. The difference means that now I can 
make (almost) perfect sense of Shooting At 
Unarmed Men and talk about details and stuff. 
Ha! Laughing on the other side of your face 
now, aren't you, Frances? You heard. 

Let's start with Mclusky, who, after their 
third album The Difference Between Me And 
You Is That I'm Not On Fire, dissolved in January 
-a storm-cloud precipitated by Chappie. "The 
life of constantly being on the road robbed me 
of my love of it and left me ill and resentful," 
he says. "After quitting, it took a while to 
adjust, but I now feel 100 percent better." 



While Andy Falkous and Jack Egglestone busy 
themselves with something new, Jon turned 
attention to his own band. Shooting At 
Unarmed Men has existed in a benign static 
growth since 1999, but only really blossomed 
into a beautiful rock tumour after Mclusky 
split. "Before that, I was jamming with other 
people maybe three times a year for four 
years," Jon adds. The line up finalised with 
"my two oldest and dearest friends", bassist 
Simon Alexander and drummer Steve Morgan. 
Shooting at Unarmed Men are a considerably 
shouty three-piece with a taste in the more 
surreal one-liner. It's clearly a post-Mclusky 
three-piece. "It's fair to say that everything 
I learned while in Mclusky influences me," 
Jon admits. "I learned a lot about all aspects 



it's not go 



of a working band life, record deals, 
publishing contracts, writing songs, recording, 
mixing, mastering. It's a pretty sharp learning 
curve when you have to start dealing with 
all of that for the first time, and I'd be stupid 
not to use that to my advantage now. To have 
gone any other way would have involved 
a personalitytransplantora lobotomy." 

But throw the stress on post-Mclusky. It's 
a fairly obtuse progression. Yeah, there's 
shouting and pop songs, but on record at 
least, there's a hell of a lot more room to 
breathe and a lightly experimental slant. It's 
not so motherfucking taut. Even when full 
of shouted slogans, it sounds less gloriously 
aggressive posture and more personal. It's 
often justifiably aggrieved and angry, but 
rarely invulnerably contemptuous. It's political, 
but seems aware - especially in the music - that 
it may not win. 

Take 'Taking Care of Business', which 
opens the album and rumbles along, talking 
about how they will never put policies, "That 
promote the wealth of all". Its eventual 
repeated, rising refrain ("They're not as clever 
as we think they are") cuts between the few 
voices, building up hopefully, before falling 
away as the second refrain emerges, with its 
message that fire does not discriminate. "No 



matter what your skin colour, ethnic origin, 
sex, gender, hair colour, cock size, boob width, 
height, weight, diet, eye pigment, religion, 
spiritual belief, political affiliation," Jon notes 
astutely, "Fire kills everyone the same way. " 

But it, too, falls, and eventually disappears 
into whispers and the drop of the fader. It's 
a threat and sadness. It's talking about fire, 
even as fire goes out. 

If you were going to choose a track from the 
album, you'd choose 'Pink Ink', which suspends 
its proto-feminist words over a proto-garage 
smear of guitars and its descending melody 
line. Right from its first shout, "She's got a little 
bag she's crammed with her leg hair", it goes 
for it. " It's a comment on the pressures women 
seem to feel to paint, prune, pluck, wax and 



-jonuiappie 



shave themselves, " Jon says when asked 
to elaborate. "The scale between men and 
women seems to be a little imbalanced, in 
terms of their social acceptance as regards 
their appearance. It both amuses and angers 
me. And this line takes the piss out of that, 
and reduces the idea to the ridiculousness of 
its nature and origin." 

The album's full of 'em. Take the \\r\e"l'm 
not as pregnant as you", from 'This Much Is 
A Lot'. "That's a direct metaphor for feeling 
like I'm not as good as someone else, or not 
as productive, or a feeling of always lagging 
behind, always playing catch-up," says Jon. 

What about "Forty percenter! Forty percent 
means you can do a lot better! "('Impunity 
Rules By Forty Percent')? "A lot of people only 
give 40 per cent; it's not good enough; and no 
one earns the rightto achieve anything, or 
complain that they haven't achieved anything, 
when 40 per cent is all they're willing to give 
to it. This is just a schoolyard chant to anyone 
who insists on behaving like they're still at 
school," Jon explains. 

I didn't ask him about the bit in 'This Much 
Is A Lot' where he suddenly yelps "I will not 
have you play with my belly!", but god knows 
I wish I did. 

After all, it's amazing. 
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Wallow in the burning emotional pain of Texas 
folk-punk masochists Okkervil River 



I hate him a little before we meet. Not the characters 
in his songs, him. The dude behind the songs. The 
one who's gonna tell me, wide-eyed and winsome, 
"Well, I make this music for myself and if people like 
it, that's cool, and if they don't, then that's OK too. " 

Cos it's not OK. I've decided. I get way too 
affected by music, use it for far too much, to be 
happy hearing one more singer boy refusing to take 
a little responsibility for what he's putting out there. 
Especially when it's Will Sheff of Okkervil River, 
whose music has charted my most extreme 
emotional states for a year now; whose songs, 
I swear, seem written about my life, with lyrical 
coincidences that are both uncanny and mundane. 

A friend went to see Okkervil River with two 
friends. He cried. His friends cried. They all cried 
together. I've listened to Okkervil River songs till 
I was turned on to the point of distraction, or till I 
could not cry any more. Most recently, I've watched 
Okkervil River live and been torn from my escapist 
dancing, compelled to stare, with an uncomfortable 
mixture of disgust and bloodlust, envy and desire, 
horror and pity and gratitude as, in a way you 
cannot imagine from the records, Will Sheff steps 
up onto the tightrope and does not fall, creating 
connections and decimating his voice, singing 
the songs that are no longer about him, no longer 
about me, but about something else altogether, and 
doing all this. . .in the name of what? Why does this 
dude want to mess with our heads and our hearts? 
Does he even realise what he's doing. . .what we're 
doing... with his songs? 

So we're sat in a very quiet pub because Will (a total 
lapsed-Catholic guilt-monkey with pale skin and 
dark circles under his eyes who looks like a youthful 
David Mellor) woke up this morning feeling as 
though he was "gargling broken glass". 

"I've already permanently damaged my voice 
and it's going to be worse after this tour, and that's 
sort of frightening," he says. 

Two years ago, Sheff's band toured the UK and 
played to crowds of 1 people. Tonight, they sell out 
the Water Rats in London as part of a 21 gigs in 21 
days European tour in support of their recent album, 
Black Sheep Boy. "Things are going well for us, but 
they're starting to spin out of my control," he says. 

There's not much balance on tour? "No. It's not 
healthy. But I try not to sound ungrateful because 
I like playing live. I take it really seriously. The best 
shows I've ever seen were where the artists were 
pulling something real out of this swirling mass 
of vibrations in the air, ortunnelling through 
something in themselves and connecting it with 
everybody else." 

Most musicians aren't conscious of being vessels 
for other people. I guess this is because you need 
a lot of ego to reach that point, and then you need 
to completely erase your ego. 

" I agree, " says Sheff. " I learned that from a lot 
of oldtime music, stuff like Dock Boggs, Roscoe 
Holcomb, Washington Phillips, and often very 



Christian musicians. It's like they become 
transparent and you can see something else 
through them. They added their own twists and 
turns to a song they didn't write, so eventually it 
became their own, but it has all these other people's 
fingerprints. So it starts to become more about who 
we are and less about who they are... In my mind, 
the role of the singer, the shaman, the medicine 
man and the magician is linked in some way. And 
I know that sounds silly, but I believe it." 

I'm glad to hear you say that because, with 
Okkervil River's music, I never listen for the people 
behind it; I'm actually using it to achieve something. 

"And that's very powerful," says Sheff. "You 
know, I've organised the tracks on my iTunes 
into 25 different themes and I use them almost 
like medicine." 



"I was trying to push myself out of my comfort 
zone and write stuff that I found disturbing. I don't 
know why. And then I started to get so bad that way 
that I was writing repulsive. . .really reprehensible 
songs, like, 1 really need to stop this'." He laughs. 

Reprehensible? 

"Just songs where really bad things happen to 
really good people and there's not much sympathy 
for them. And then I got into this whole idea 
of unrepentance..." 

There is also this idea of self-abasement and 
a freedom in serving someone else. "Well, I think 
that those themes are really interesting. " 

Not many people are looking at them. 

"Humility is very missing from our culture. You 
just reminded me of this book, Jakob Von Gunten 
by Robert Walser - have you read it? It's really good, 



'I've organised my iTunes tracks into 
25 themes; I use them like medicine' 



Sometimes it's like resistance training. I just went 
through this evil break-up and I'd listen to sad music 
until I couldn't stand it, and then I'd play it again 
later until I could get through it. 

"When I had a really awful break-up recently, 
I made a five-disc mix to listen to. A lot of songs 
had this 'fuck you' sentiment, but some were like, 
'I'm doing good on my own', and then there were 
the songs she hated that I really liked. But that's 
what's so great about pop music: I can talk about 
shamanism and crap like that but everybody knows, 
on a very basic level, that you hear your favourite 
song on the radio and it makes you happy." 

So let's talk about the new album. Black, red and 
white artwork - demonic humans straight out 
of The Satanic Verses, medieval figures selflessly 
adoring others, and not a restraining order in sight. 
A space in a song and another in the liner notes 
to "Add your own intentions". A closed circuit 
of themes and metaphors: shepherds, stones, 
blood, knives, lambs, teeth, claws, queens, knaves 
and knights; a commitment to overcome mental 
resistance to see " What really lies behind" . It's not 
so slick, nor so dancey or warm as preceding album, 
Down The River Of Golden Dreams. Will wrote 
most of the songs in one month while staying in 
Bloomington, Indiana. "It was winter, really cold 
and isolated," he says. "I thought: 1 won't socialise, 
I'm just going to devote all my time to writing'. " 

It sounds as though it's stuck on an emotional 
loop. 

"Well, I wanted it to feel austere, not like 
the entire world viewed in a drop of rain. It's 
extremely liberating to take a collection of ideas 
and everything else is off limits. If I could use certain 
words many times, and if I could cannibalise a chord 
progression from one song in another, I'd do it. 



it's about this upper-class guy who goes to butler 
school, and how noble it is to serve. It's this great 
love poem of masochism. I don't know. . .the holy 
aspects of things that are frightening, and the 
diabolical aspects of things that are holy, and how 
violence, sex and power are all tangled down there 
at the base of who people are - that stuff is really 
interesting to me, and I wanted to not be scared 
of it and to write about it in a more explicit but 
more evocative way. " 

It's also admitting that it might be OK to lose 
yourself to another, which goes against the whole 
idea of self, but that's only 200 years old anyway. . . 

" It's such a tripwire. Everybody clings to this idea 
of who they are based on their race, class, social 
status, sexuality. Man, there are many, many people 
in the world - what is special is the commonality of 
people, and not you. Whatever you're doing is only 
meaningful inasmuch as it connects to others. " 

So, what's with making us cry? 

"To me, it's not about making people sad, it's 
about hopefully helping people to understand by 
just ripping it open and being like, 'This is it, check 
it out', instead of smoothing everything over, which 
only works temporarily. Let's take a look and maybe 
you'll feel better because you won't be so scared. " 

Right- do what scares you. 

"I also like making people think what scares 
them is somehow appealing. The most fun part 
about being an artist is leading people astray. I've 
never been a fan of protest songs or sanctimony. 
I want to churn up the emotions people want to 
suppress. I'd rather confuse and bother people with 
feelings that make them uncomfortable, rather than 
say, 'Everything you think is right; Bush sucks; love 
is great'. Instead, just shoot a firecracker down in 
the pond and watch all the stuff float to the top. " 
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c'mon baby let's do it again 
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The Research 

The Luminaire, London 

He looks confused when she plays the promo 
of their album on a Saturday morning. She's 
actually glad he doesn't like them. She might 
not fancy him so much if he did. She mutters 
something about great harmonies and no 
guitars. Her friend says they're infantile, that 
Russell's a big whiney schmindie baby. She 
nods; whatever. She knows she's been too old 
for The Research for about three years now, if 
not more. Years are going way too fast anyway; 
she gets confused as to what she's supposed to 
be doing and at what point. It kind of doesn't 



matter, but she gets a shudder when she sees 
grey hair and badges together on someone, 
like when that guy told her best friend he 
never wanted kids because he was too much 
of a baby himself. 

It's 1 years since she moved to London, 
and sometimes she feels as if it's only her that's 
changed. That's indie pop for you; that's why 
she hardly ever does it now. This Halloween 
night at the Luminaire could be any one of the 
gigs she trekked through northwest London 
to find, on her own, those first few months, 
and the kids here tonight -pretty, smiling, 
retro-clad, at good universities - are the same 
kids that were there then. 

The difference is The Research. Although 
they could have existed 1 years ago, for sure, 
in the wake of Pulp and just pre-Belle And 
Sebastian, and although she would have really 
liked them back then, too (kind of guiltily, 
because London soon made her realise that life 
wasn't just one big fanzine), glimpsed from the 
other side of her twenties, they seem imbued 
with some kind of breakneck confidence, fiery 



seeing in the pop groups of her late teens. 
Apart from Pulp, and they'd had at least 1 
years of practising before she even heard them. 

The Research, live, are a whirlwind and 
a TV series and a party and a musical. That's 
the secret of them, right now, and it's one 
not yet quite apparent from their nascent 
recordings. On stage, speeding up, slowing 
down and bickering a bit, they are one of the 
most alive bands she's seen all year. Visually, 
they look almost collectible, they're so 
distinctive: like stickers or superheroes or action 
figures. Accordingly, she chooses Georgia, 
on bass, as her favourite. Russell, as her friend 
suspects, looks like a petulant character, and 
Sarah, who drums kind of like she's taming 
a stubborn pony or leading a team of drum 
majorettes, looks strict and delicate, both of 
which she finds slightly scary qualities in other 



women; some hang-up from school, must be. 
Georgia, though, is dressed up like a cat, and 
plays her bass with her whole body, and smiles 
a lot: everything about heryells MUSICIAN! in 
enormous pink neon flashing letters. Georgia 
and Sarah offset Russell's grumpiness with 
pacifying grins and asides of "Oh, Russell. . . ", 
a reminder of how much a band can be like 
a family unit, with women as the diplomats 
and peacemakers. The steadfast rhythms 
and glassy harmonies of these two soothe the 
troubled brother-figure in the Elvis jumper, 
with his fears of loving and getting hurt, and 
his cheap keyboard sliding off his knee. 

They're glowing, this band 

But if that were all, she wouldn't be here, 
on her own, surrounded by really young people 
and listening to that bloody Brakes album 
(before the band come on) and drinking bad 
lager; she'd be at home cooking soup and 
listening to Hototogisuorthat new Seventies 
British folk comp. No, she's here because 
whatever dynamic they're exploring up there 
The Research are bashing the shit out of their 
cheap instruments and releasing into the air 
the most breathless, lovely, teen pop songs 
she's not quite ready to admit she's too old 
for. Her music brain notes the skill beneath 
the energy (check that chorus on 'Ba Ba Ba'!): 
she suspects they might have all been to 
performing-arts school, and she thinks, 
well, that's cool either way, because they're 
glowing, this band, whether by accident or 
by design. 

Russell announces the next song: "Georgia 
likes this one". 

She knows this is going to be her favourite, 
the one that made her understand that story 
about John Peel crying when he heard The 
Undertones' Teenage Kicks' one day in the car. 
She always thought that was a bit bollocks and 
sentimental, but this song, 'Lonely Hearts Still 
Beat The Same', it just does it, does that thing 
she's always surprised a pop song can still do, 
that wave of emotion that makes her feel both 
alone and protected: a weird, pre-lnternet 
feeling that tastes of the backs of stamps and 
Silk Cut cigarettes. It's that middle bit, when 
Georgia sings, "I would have said hello/But I'd 
come straight from work/Well, you know how 
it is/One of those days". Jesus. They're nothing, 
those lines, but they do it nonetheless. 

At home, she digs through the vinyl till she 
finds The Undertones,'. Hypnotised, and puts 
on 'Wednesday We^Bb^lremerri be rs how 
the lines "There she goelJB^i^tsee her 
again/She's gone to school u 
friend" do exactly the same thirig 
that pop songs just do. 
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mind the gap 

Words: Miss AMP 
Photography: Sarah Bowles 

Angie Reed 

On The Rocks, London 

Oh but she's a funny thing. Wearing the five-inch 
heels and the little pencil skirt. Her T-shirt is tucked 
in and the sleeves rolled right up and there is a red 
plastic belt around her waist. When she turns 
around, I notice that the red plastic belt has ridden 
up a little bit at the back and there is a patch of 
T-shirt showing between the plastic shiny patent 
and the black lick of skirt. It looks so vulnerable, 
the patch of T-shirt, all scrumpled and sticking out. 
I want to take her and put my hands around the 
belt and push it down so there is no gap. 

Anything could happen in that little gap. A knife 
could slide its way in, or a wriggling finger. One 
time my jeans slipped down all low and the side of 
my knickers were showing and a boy put his finger 
right in and pinged the elastic like at school when 



they would ping your bra-strap and then he 
laughed and it wasn't sexy teasing laughter either, 
it was derision. And I look at her up there and 
I think, is the crowd going to do that to you, Angie? 
Will we make ourselves into a giant horrible finger 
and wriggle into all the gaps in you and laugh? 
There are lots of gaps in Angie. Angie Reed 
Presents The Best Of Barbara Brockhaus - Music 
For The LaZyAnd Not The BureaucraZy! was an 
interesting record, a concept album about a bored 
secretary who hates her boss and amuses herself 
with a rich fantasy world of Arab princes and 
naughty jungle gigolos, but live, it never quite 
seemed to work. Angie never looked happy 
up there: and the audience talked through all 
the wrong bits. Even at 93 Feet East when the 
stage was five feet tall and I was there at the front 
looking at the pointy toes of her shoes like they 
would point right in and spear my eyeballs, it 
felt like she was kneeling down before me, and 
begging me to like her. Why is that, Angie? I don't 
like begging. I like force. 



Angie's stage act isn't about force: it's all 
coyness. She's an invitation. But if the persona 
teases and wiggles, the music should be 
irrefutable. Instead, it seems tepid. The concept 
which glued the Brockhaus album together 
is gone; and even the strongest track from 
new album XYZ Frequency, 'Hustle A Hustler', 
sounds flat, drab, unappealing, while Angie 
herself seems to be on a mission to move as 
little as possible. 

Angie makes her lips into a big pout like a four- 
year-old's in a temper tantrum: pops a bicepthen 
looks at us imploringly till we cheer its appearance. 
Her hips move in inch-wide increments. We seek 
frenzy. We get stillness. 

The crowd, initially keen, lose interest. Spaces 
open up around the stage. The disaffected gay next 
to me looks me in the eye. "It's just like karaoke, 
really", he pronounces. "But with worse songs." 
He looks disappointed. 

I buy the him a drink. He said in nine words 
what I will say in 550. 



Akercocke 



The Venue, Edinburgh 

"AVE", chant the devout congregation. 
"SATANOS ! " Onstage at a decidedly un-evil 
9pm, London boys Akercocke are hardened 
Devil-worshippers, and tonight create a truly 
god-fucking bludgeoning which renders 
all sounds for the next few hours inaudible. 
Death metal relies upon precision timing, 
guttural roars conjured from the basest part 
of the soul and whiplash riffing which can 
change sound in a blink. At its best it can 
be as intricate and beautiful as Bosch 
and perverse and violent as Batailles. 
The costume (black shirt and tie uniform) 
and imagery (the virile Goat of Mendes, 
menstruating demon whores) are right 
out of Dennis Wheatley's fantasies, silly in 
extremis, yet, when presented with such 
towering levels of ferocity, you find yourself 
browsing dusty library shelves for literature 



by the late Anton LaVey. They climax, and the 
air falls heavy onto the floor. "Satan is here! 
SHEMHAMFORASH!" 
George Taylor 



Animal Collective 



The Scala, London 

Since the release of Feels, much press 
coverage on Animal Collective has focused 
on their newfound band-ness, as if they'd 
grown tired of their musical wanderings and 
hewn a 'normal' pop record. But 2004's 
Sung Tongs, a collaboration between Avey 
Tare and Panda Bear, was just as much an 
Animal Collective album as Feels, with the 
group's membership swollen to four. It's the 
spirit of the enterprise that counts, not the 
individual members. Sure, Tare is sort of the 
singer and Panda the guitarist, Deakin the 
percussionist and Geologist. . .well, sort of 
the glue that holds the elements in place. 



But, live, you see that their efforts only 
make sense when viewed together -that 
each member is a heartbeat, handclap and 
voice for the greater whole. There's also 
a real joy in watching a band so unconcerned 
about their audience, performing as much 
as for each other as for anyone else. 

Of course, they know the hits are hits 
- delighting in an encore that includes 
'Purple Bottle' and 'Kids On Holiday' - but 
there are moments tonight when you feel 
as if you're eavesdropping; almost as if you 
shouldn't be there. 

It's a sweet and significant achievement. 
Natalie Moore 



93 Feet East, London 

There aren't enough fancily dressed people, 
dammit. We turn up in full zombie bear 
outfits for the Halloween launch party of 



Bearsuit's new album Team Ping Pong, 
then sort of shuffle to the back and hide 
in the shadows when we realise we're two 
of about 1 5 people (including the band!) 
to have bothered. 

Lisa Horton, singer and accordion lover, 
has the softest voice, like my kitten patting 
my ears with its paws, until she swears and 
squeals in unison with the band and my brain 
explodes with the twee perfection of it all. 
Bearsuit take the cuteness of Bis, rip off its 
limbs, and sew the noise of the Boredoms 
back onto its twitching, jingling torso. 
Between songs, the band chatter quietly 
about their friends, Satan, and having 
blood in their armpits. 

They give first prize for fancy dress to Jim 
Rattail, but I don't know if they know who he 
is because they say, "Yeah, but maybe he 
ALWAYS wears that! "Brilliant. 
Ki Ellwood 
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six geese a-laying 

Words: Nicola Meighan 

Henri Chopin Photography: Bryony Mclntyre 

Instal 2005 

The Arches, Glasgow 

His prick, don't you know, is the voice of America. 

"And it is three colours, " he proceeds with 
venereal candour. "The knob is red, theshaftis 
white, and the balls are blue.You understand?" 

He's a member of ensorcelled oddball 
evangelists Sun City Girls - and he is Alan Bishop, 
or he is Rick (Sir Richard) Bishop, or he is Charles 
Gocher Jr. They are three and they are one and 
they are all in masks, you see: one death-snagged 
gargoyle, one suave avian-flu nurse, one AC Milan 
devotee-cum-beekeeper. 

"You understand, Mr President?" he excoriates. 
"Mr cunt-face, fuck-face, cunt-cock, cock-sucker?" 
Then, having orally shat said fragrant Bush-abuse, 
Sun City Girls play out like psychotropic Sunday 
School carnage: phantasmal drones hump dark, 
stubbly, primal rock; lecherous folk impales 
unhinged blues; and the Arizona three, (clad 
inTechnicolor-sequinned kaftans), render the 
universe an inverse kaleidoscope. They discharge 
a heady battery of golf balls at our gawping skulls. 

Half Measures? Compromise? You're having 
a laugh, right? 



Instal, of course, has previous form: Jandek 
made his first ever live appearance at the festival 
(alongside the likes of Six Organs, Vajra and Richard 
Youngs last year), and the crepuscular Texan 
troubadour re-emerges not once but thrice this 
season. Indeed, Jandek is conspicuous - ironically 

- in being one of the few artists on this year's 
programme who's performed in Scotland before. 

With erstwhile maestros also numbering 
Vajra, Merzbow and The Boredoms, it's fitting 
to welcome Japanese clamour forefathers 
Hijokaidan this time round - playing their first 
ever show outside Japan. It bodes well: we're 
bestowed earplugs and eagerly counselled to 
wear them. Naturally, we dismiss said advice. 

Presently, we are deaf, convulsing, bleeding 
and blind: our ears melt into our broiled tonsils and 
our brains self-regurgitate out of our arses - to 
escape the blare: the SCREAMING DIN. Voracious, 
piercing, exquisite black chaos is playfully conveyed 
via crowd-teasing theatrics by Japan's self-crowned 

- and unequivocal - Kings of Noise. 

Campbell Kneale - aka NZ's Birchville Cat 
Motel - echoes their antics: reclaiming the 
genuflections of rawk, replete with fringe 
ponytail and gimp-veiled visage. Kneale goads 
a thundering, drone-nodding wig-out to climax, 
repeatedly pounding the doomsday aura in his 
prog-dappled, unsettling sky. 



It's how visionary sound poet Henri Chopin 

might have behaved, say, 70 years ago. Now 
he emerges, wheelchair-bound, onto stage and 
into rapture: mouth wide as the world, eyes vast 
as wonder, conducting everything, nothing, 
the cosmos: "/ have just one instrument, "he 
wavers into the lionising silence, "I have my voice. 
That's all." 

That's far from all. Chopin's (largely pre- 
recorded) voice manipulation is mesmerising 
- burbles, gargles, shrieks and hushes - and this 
old, old man, who challenged the beat poets, 
avant-gardists, dada-ists, levitates from his 
wheelchair and mortality's confines. He unseats 
us too: a standing ovation. 

The ardour afforded to Chopin's appearance 
is equally imparted to accordion-strapped 
meditative visionary Pauline Oliveros - one of 
America's most singular and enduring composers 
-whose closing Instal performance is luminous: 
calmly she sits; white hair like a halo. Light from 
her laptop refracts from her glasses like magnesium 
sparks and pale neon planets. 

She manipulates her compliant accordion, 
and collaborator David Dove's foghorn trombone, 
through a sequence of clusters and murmurs and 
subtle thrills. 

Oliveros - like Japan's sonic monarchs and 
America's cock -invites reverie, turmoil: awe. 



Kevin Blechdom 



The Cube, Bristol 

Kevin Blechdom is on stage, stripped to the 
waist, singing while smearing liver over her 
breasts. And I'm thinking that it reminds me 
of the Dionysian Maenads, and then that 
(I think) the Greeks believed it was the liver, 
not the brain, which was the centre of 
human experience. And I'm thinking that no 
one's going to want to eat that now, and it's 
a terrible waste of a liver and maybe it'd be 
better if it was a polar bear liver, because 
they're actually poisonous to man due to 
impossibly high iron concentration. I'm 



thinking lots of things, primarily to distract 
me from the fact that Kevin Blechdom is on 
stage, stripped to the waist, singing while 
smearing liver over her breasts. 

But even earlier when she had on 
clothes, she's just as exposed. She's a way 
of reclaiming pejoratives as weapons. Her 
music- both in lyrical content, delivery and 
actual form - is shrill, but at such a pitch 
that it crystallises the air into knives. She's 
emoting, but to create these glassy statues 
of that black stuff that forms puddles at 
the bottom of your soul. She's hysterical 
- there's no grace to the screams, just 



a dervish of notes - but it's such a purity 
of attack that you imagine her as Julie 
Andrew's singing nun gone apeshit. 

She scares me. I like that. 
Kieron Gillen 



Colleen 



ICA, London 

She sits down, her body language completely 
closed, warming only to her instrument. She 
doesn't look up at us, even. The bowing of 
a cello is given full, assiduous attention, the 
winding of a musical box painstakingly 
effected. She records her sequences, then 



lets them play on loop, freeing her hands to 
fiddle the switches of crackle and distortion. 

On record these layer of loops sound 
beautiful. They sweep and swirl with the 
grace of Japanese geishas. But live, the 
charm doesn't transfer.lt provides no 
spectacle; it's - shhh - so quiet that Colleen 
herself is at pains to tiptoe around her 
own equipment. 

Some people start to leave, and one 
woman mutters, "Impatient audience". 
But we're here to be moved, awed, 
delighted: we shouldn't have to be patient. 
Hannah Gregory 
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The four of us are in the van, and the sun is shining. Patrick has never driven 
standard gear before. He can't do traffic jams, hills or city driving, he is only 
allowed highways. Patrick says, "Isn't it nice having your boyfriend on tour 
with you?" I smile and say, "Nes." 

Philipp and I have worked out a version of Bloc Party's This Modern Love', 
but I always feel hesitant to play it. Will the audience think it is pandering? 

'Your banter ruined the show' 

Or worse, ironic? Asa result, I introduce the song with a hint of self-defeat: 
" Research reveals that 'cover versions' are a surefire way to save a flagging 
show," I announce. 

After opening for Stereo Total in Bologna, a girl grabs my hand and says, 
"Come with me, please." She pulls me through the crowd and says, "Why did 
you say you would play Bloc Party to 'make a connection' with the audience? 
Do you think because we are sociable, we are not appreciative? Your banter 
ruined the show." 

The four of us are in the van, and the sun is shining. The language exchange 
is in full bloom, and new words drift about: ausfahrt, korrecte-scheisse, 
cheesy, flirting. 



In Dresden, a beautiful young drunk tells me that Americans will never 
understand international war until it happens on their own soil. I go to the flea 
market, where I buy Philipp an old barrel to drum on. The barrel is surrounded 
by beautiful old chairs and a dresser. I start to feel guilty for turning antique 
furniture into a musical instrument. Would this be considered decadence? 

In September, I was introduced to Gwyneth Paltrow in a sushi restaurant. 
I had a cold sore and was attempting to be both engaging and inconspicuous. 
Gwyneth asked to come to the show in London. Hand concealing mouth, 
I informed her that she would be welcomed, with a "+ 5". I tell all this to 
Susanne, our brilliant tour manager. "Absolutely not," she says. "The Spitz is 
a small room. Brits are hysterical to begin with. The police will be called in five 
seconds. " To compromise, I put Gwyneth on the list, but don't follow up on 
the invitation. The sight of her name alongside those of my friends is ridiculous. 

The four of us are in the van, and the sun is shining. We buy a Nintendog with 
our Swiss Francs. His name is Piffo, he is a Welsh Corgi, and he is brilliant with 
a Frisbee. 

Aftertheshowin Basel, a man pulls me aside. "You keep such a distance 
between yourself and your audience, " he says. He explains that my off-the- 
cuff, between-song monologues are out of step with the highly technical 



Tony Conrad's 'Helmet To 
Helmet with Hermann von 
Helmhotz (HHHH)' 



Burchf ield-Penney Art Center, 
Buffalo, NY 

The conductor is waving his arm steadily but 
the violinists have a knack for all conning in 
on different edges of the beat. Are they really 
that bad? Or is there an Italian word that sets 
them to this? Something like chaossimol It's 
a jarring cacophony, but that's not the point. 
The point is the notes they aren't playing. 

The historical set-up is detailed and 
essential. Tony Conrad's introduction throws 
us straight into an 1 800s debate about 
whether or not you can hear a note when 
all that's being played are its harmonic 
overtones. So this scientist Hermann von 
Helmhotz was a pretty big thinker in his day 
and he said no way, you can only hear is 
what's actually being played. He said he 
proved it in On the Sensations Of Tone As A 



Physiological Basis For The Theory of Music 
(1 863). It actually stood for another 80 years 
or something, but all that's been debunked 
and that's where this composition starts. 

Tony Conrad has a history of working 
at the centre of scientific phenomena, art 
and perception. His legendary 1966 
experimental film The Flicker consists of 
sequences of alternating opaque and clear 
frames - it bypasses any claim to content 
or cultural imagery and jumps straight to 
neurological effects. Before that he was 
exploring the inside of one note with The 
Theatre Of Eternal Music (with John Cale, 
Angus MacLise, La Monte Young, and 
Marian Zazeela). So here is Conrad debuting 
a piece for a small ensemble of strings and 
horns in which the subject is not the actual 
notes played but rather the ones suggested. 

Simply put, we are looking for god. In the 
world, we're supposed to be able to see god 
in all of his works, and in this piece we're 



supposed to be able to hear a note just given 
its overtones. On the edge of my seat, 
visualising a hollowtranslucent tube that 
fills the stage I strain to listen for it. Some 
people walk out. How can you walk out on 
searching for god? I am thinking about this 
DVD I might make. When I finish these video 
pieces they'll go on it. What am I thinking 
about! ! ??? I am supposed to be searching 
for god in the overtones. Some nice low 
notes are ringing from the cellos for a while. 
Those must be a lot like the god tones that 
we're looking for, if only I could hear them 
when the cellos aren't playing them. 

The saxophone and the trumpet enter; 
their lines are striding over the mess. It's 
the secular world, my friend: let me tell you 
it's a relief from listening for god in all this 
cacophony. But they're just a distraction. 
Unless, perhaps, they too are made out 
of god's overtones? 
Al Larsen 



Cut Copy / Au Revoir Simone 



ULU, London 

Laidback and ladylike on record, Brookyln 
trio Au Revoir Simone conjure something 
more than the sum of their ramshackle parts. 
Live, they tickle and trickle with a shyness 
that's almost an endurance test: the 
Stereolab-sussed harmonies of 'Through 
The Backyards' are rendered exquisite by the 
steep meekness of the delivery. At one point, 
they purr 7 want to cry myself to sleep " 
at a cloud of diaphanous synths, and you 
realise that these are dangerous girls. If 
you dated them, your friends would - quite 
rightly-tease you horribly. 

Melbourne's Cut Copy, however, are 
fiercely confident and in party mode. Like 
LCD Soundsystem and Soulwax, they're indie 
kids who seemingly discovered Daft Punk 
and ecstasy and realised they had to stop 
worrying so much. 
Chris Ballard 
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performance. "When you play, you are wrapped in armour... but when you 
speak, you are nude. This disparity ruined the show. " 

The four of us are in the van, and the sun is shining. We've started smoking 
while driving. German slang for a cigarette is floopy. 

We arrive in Amsterdam. Andrew Bird is playing the same night at a 
different venue. I read a local critic comparing me unfavourably to him. Patrick 
says, "Don't worry about it. I saw him in Toronto and he sings like Sting." 

Later, I realise that the show in Linkoping is with Andrew Bird. I panic, and 
text Susanne. "What if he's way better than me? Or what if I'm way better than 
him? This is terrible! " The show goes fine, and Andrew and I exchange T-shirts. 

The Iberian leg of the tour is long and hard. Philipp forgets his snare drum in 
Porto. I forget Piffo in Lisbon. 

We finish in Castillon, at the Tanned Tin Festival. We're on a bill with Animal 
Collective and Hella, so I start worrying that Final Fantasy might come across as 
fey. To pump myself up, I do push-ups before going onstage, and drink a lot of 
Coke. I then play a totally wired set, tearing through seven songs in 25 minutes, 
and leave the stage shaking with anxiety. It is the best show of the tour. 

Backstage, Animal Collective's guitarist, the one who hops, points at me 
and says, " Hey, is that Rob? He looks like Rob. " 



DAT Politics / Printed Circuit 



Brudenell Social Club, Leeds 

Printed Circuit's sound has developed and 
grown darker than the platform-game-lite 
of yesteryear. In fact, Claire's sound has 
burgeoned so far that she's drafted in 
another humanoid to contain it. 

It's the friendliest face-off ever, with 
electro alien races phasing effortlessly into 
slap-bass funk rhythms. Grins are traded and 
pleas for dance movement are thrown into 
the mix and the energy is so pervasive that 
I feel like I'm here with a thousand friends. 
So much so, in fact, that, when DAT Politics 
get going, I'm there on the dancefloor. 
With blacked-out Apple lights and midi 
keyboards where guitars should be, the trio 
offer up an endless blend of blinding beats 
and vocals that seem to emerge from mouths 
but sound like they've been dragged through 
a vocoder sideways. 
HayleyAvron 



Curtis Eller 



Night And Day, Manchester 

In this dark, mahogany passage of a cafe, 
we witness a borderline-certified American 
fellow sneering on the lacerated borderlines 
of sanity. As sour as the lemon lodged in 
the chasm behind my cooker, his singalong 
psycho-waltzes ("This next one's in the 
key of F# minor, should you feel like 
daaaaayyncin") spike the concert hall's 
halcyon jollity with a twisted modernism. 

After the initial shock of seeing 
someone's leg being raised higher than 
their own head, you'll love his wacko-banjo 
twitches of eccentricity as he suddenly leaps 
offstage to boggle into someone's cowering 
soul, demanding "Canyahearmeatthe 
backl Is everything k k k ka a /////yj/yy? " before 
snorting emphatically on a kazoo. Liberated, 
weird and shot up the rear with steroids, his 
neurotic energy is an absolute tonic. 
Lauren Strain 
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The problem with London shows, of course, is that it's work for 
half the crowd, a self-serving ecosystem providing nourishment or 
justification for everyone on the musical food chain, from bottom 
feeder fanzine writer to CEO fungus. Which is fine, but it's hard to 
bust a move when someone is analysing it in your earhole. You want 
an opinion? Watch my feet, brother. 

So in the hope of recreating Michael Winterbottom's 9 Songs with 
some black-hearted Euroslummer, it's off to Newcastle to see Black 
Rebel Motorcycle Club. Here's something you don't get to say often: 
BRMC are both SUPRISING and INTERESTING and furthermore GREAT 
when singer Peter Hayes finally shuffles onto the stage sporting a 
Clash-style quiff and a delivers a triple-whammy of sparse Dylan-esque 
acoustic songs. Actually, he looks a lot like Steve Gullick, lucky man. 

It turns out that the 1 2th best new band of 2002 have suddenly 
decided to be themselves. So it's out with Jesus & Mary Chain and in 
with Oh Brother, Where Art Thou? rhythms as they unleash the big 
black gospel singer from within their skinny white frames. Sour-milk- 
faced they may be, but this time BRMC have songs with purpose. 

Before them, The Sound Explosion face down a home crowd by 
snarling through a hyper set of sonic blues so aggro the air crackles 
with violence. Unlike their last show here, they stop just short of 
breaking limbs. Still in Newcastle, East London rabbling-rousing teen 
street urchins Louie are strutting around like they own the place, 
which they soon will if debut single 'Trees' is anything to go by. A 
knacker-rattling rush, it's every bit as joyous as 'Caught By The Fuzz' 
or 'Orgasm Addict'. The new Libertines comparisons are redundant; 
they're way too hungry to piss it all up the wall. 

In the student union of Durham University- usually the domain 
of rugger boys and their pashmina-wearing Pippas - Teesside trio 
Dartz! are creating a similarly visceral punk-charged melee, but with 
a danceable edge and a balaclava-wearing sax player. 'Once Twice 
Again' is skittering pop pitched somewhere between Futureheads 
and the best of DCs early Eighties go-go/hardcore crossover scene. 
The great Northeast, drainpipe-wearing renaissance continues. 

What Nathalie and Lucy of Lake Me create with guitar and drums 
alone is as expansive and evocative as any symphony, a bluesy requiem 
as unique as their math rock and Swedish folk influences would 
suggest. Lake Me sound like they've spent a season in that dark 
hinterland where PJ Harvey, Mazzy Star and Sleater-Kinney wander 
eternally, seeking out new sisters to help remind the boys that their 
crotch-grabbing rock is redundant. 

The next review I write will be done entirely via the medium of 
dance, a new semaphore system of toe-shuffles and knee dips. I think 
sometimes it's the only way to get the message across. 



Explosions In The Sky 



The Liquid Room, Edinburgh 

The drummer drums and the other players 
stand with heads bowed, each repeating a 
little verse of guitar. The harmonies mingle, 
the melody circles, and with every revolution 
the Explosions' heads bob a little harder. The 
crowd's heads bob too. But we're waiting, 
really -so much of this show is waiting. We 
wait for the chiming guitars to stumble into 
each other, like two drunk strangers colliding 
outside a party. Because then they'll fight, 
or they'll fuck, but above all they'll be loud. 

We wait for this furious, lively, lonely 
loudness. The room will fill with noise, every 
surface will be reflective, and the feedback 
will strafe our skulls. When it does come, 
the band thrash at their instruments like 
they hate them; like there are secrets inside 
if they can just break through. 

And then we go back to waiting. Sweat 
drips from faces, the guitars repeat, and 
I can't help but wonder what would happen 
if the band leapt from peakto peak. If they 
discarded the waiting. Maybe it would be 
metal. Maybe it would be too scary. But 
maybe it would also cut sharper: an incision 
straight into the heart. 
Sean Michaels 



OCS / Langhorne Slim 



The Underbelly, London 

Remarkably for a gig featuring John Dwyer of 
Coachwhips and Zeigenbock Kopf fame and 
notoriety, nothing gets broken. That doesn't 
mean that OCS is any less fierce or extreme 
than any of his other bands. If you and we 
exist mostly in four dimensions, and the 
music of, say, Yo La Tengo, in the fifth, 
then OCS emerge only in higher dimensions 
than 1 0. In this mathematically advanced 
dimension, miraculous things happen that 
even string theory cannot predict: 

1 . All voices big and small, male and 
female, come out muffled like a distant echo 
from an old radio transmitter in a dusty Fifties 
Mexican bar. 2. Tiny fragments of rock'n'roll 
curl around themselves, reverberating, 
leaving a trail of sparkling miniature 
harmonies behind. 3. Hair does not comply 
with Newtonian Physics and will always 
flow in a thick wave into one's eyes. 

Sadly, such cosmic activity is wasted at 
this Narnack Records showcase, where most 
of the audience prefer Langhorne Slim's 
three-dimensional humour and storytelling. 
But to those trained in high mathematics, 
this world no longer seems the same. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



The Oranges Band 



Beat Kitchen, Chicago 

You know the end of Alien 3, when the 
queen mother of all chestbusters pops 
through Ripley's ribcage? It's just past 
midnight on a Thursday when one of the only 
bands on earth who make me feel like that 
- in the best way possible - take the stage. 
It's a two-hour drive home and I'm due 
behind a desk at 8am, but when The Oranges 
Band let loose a set of hummable precision 
pop, all other obligations fall by the wayside. 

As the token overenthusiastic denizen 
of the front row, it takes every ounce of 
willpower to keep from jumping onstage to 
add some off-key backing vox; the Baltimore 
quartet's compositional modus operandi is 
irresistible to those of us prone to windows- 
down, roadtrip singalongs. They pitch 
through three-quarters of latest record 



The World And Everything In It- iridescent 
almost-surf songs as interpreted by four indie 
rockers whose nearest points of reference are 
the beaches of the Chesapeake Bay. The late 
night faithful love it. 

While autumn sinks into winter outside, 
The Oranges Band lends us a set of summer, 
and that's the best way to lose track of time 
on any sweater-weathered evening. 
Stephanie McNutt 



Redietson 



The Borderline, London 

One single, perfect chord. One lonely, all- 
encompassing riff. Eyes to the floor, the 
singer kneels in pain, meditation or prayer. 
Six bodies convulse with unashamedly 
independent rhythms, cocooned in six 
private worlds of electrically fuelled fury 
and sentiment.Taken to the stillness at 
the bottom of Jim Morrison's whisky 
bottle before accelerating into furiously 
impassioned instrumentation, we're elevated 
upon crescendos that would shame even 
The Doors' 'The End'. 

In less than 40 minutes, in just four songs 
and with about every emotion coursing 
through us at rapid speed, Redjetson swoop 
in with an intense cacophony that's haunting 
and infectious; invigorating and exhausting. 
Sarah Riddell 



Son Volt 



The Majestic Theatre, Detroit 

Shambling in late on a sore foot, thanks to 
a menial job, is how I find Son Volt. I plant 
myself in the back of the venue, with a sea 
of baldheads and bearded chins between 
me and Jay Farrar. The youth and beauty 
have obviously opted for the Wolf Parade 
show down the block, leaving the haggard 
and invalid alt.country hangers-on - me -to 
soak in the autumnal melancholy of Farrar's 
recently resurrected outfit. 

He keeps the night anthemic, ploughing 
through numbers that please his army of 
air-bandmates in the crowd. Never have 
I seen such a salutatory mix of mimed 
instrumentation from an audience - I'm 
standing directly behind a 'drummer', with 
a windmilling 'guitarist' to my right and many 
others in sight. This is devotion - further 
proof that, in the Uncle Tupelo split, Jeff 
Tweedy whored himself for the fame, but 
Jay Farrar kept the soul. 

When the band closes the encore by 
revisiting UT's 'Chickamauga', I feel like 
dying in a field of autumn flowers. There's 
no chance of that, but I leave with one more 
ailment than I arrived with. Son Volt's ode to 
the working class will carry over nicely into 
the sweetly ringing ears of tomorrow. 
Aaron Shaul 



Chris T-T. 



Concorde 2, Brighton 

Chris T-T sings songs of love and hate. 
He sings about Tony Robinson and Tony 
Blair, about Eminem and the last of the 
English trees. He sings about love and loss 
and movement with a natural eye for detail. 
He sings of political issues without appearing 
impossibly glum or horribly self-righteous. 
Sounding every bit as fine as Johnny 
Dangerously in his pre-Klute days or Hank 
Starr from the much-missed Animals That 
Swim, Chris T-T understands that soul is 
an emotional essence and not a style choice. 

Chris T-T is a great soul singer. 
AlistairFitchett 
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electric 
babyland 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Illustration: Superdead 



Smoosh 

She Like Electric (Pattern 25) 

Pop is rarely an honest game. Too often, it's marred 
by posers and plastic coating, airbrushed voices and 
sexed-up videos. But when it does hit the spot - when 
it's honest and fearless and instinctual - pop holds 
something special. Herein lies Smoosh's appeal: two 
girls who play from pop from the heart. Their songs 
radiate confidence; they're strung together with strength 
and beauty. And their debut album, She Like Electric, has 
finally been released on our side of the Atlantic. Excited? You 
should be. 
You might have already heard the rumblings of hype around 
Smoosh. You might have heard that they're sisters from Seattle. 
That they're new beloveds of the American celebrity press. That they've 
been played on mainstream US radio, opened for Sleater-Kinney, Cat 
Power and Pearl Jam, among others, and supported The Go! Team on 
tour. That they're young. Real young. Let's put that aside for a moment. 

It's inspiring to hear two girls 
tackle inhibition and throw it out 
the window and into the sunshine 

An album of shining pop songs, She Like Electric is also one of striking 
variation. Asya, who mainly writes the songs, sings and plays keyboards, 
sounding at turns like a moody balladeer in the vein of, say, Alicia Keys 
or Tori Amos, and a kick-ass rock girl. On 'LA Pump', she struts her 
too cool for school credentials, singing, "Have you never loved? /Then 
you're never gonna live". Elsewhere, she croons of sensibility with a 
sense of fluctuating (and mature-sounding) melodrama. Meanwhile, 
Chloe thrashes out accomplished rhythms on the drums, always 
the rock star. 

To say Asya's voice belies her years (she's 13, Chloe's 1 1) would 
not be entirely representative of Smoosh's sound. At times, the pair 
do -not surprisingly -seem young. Sometimes vulnerably so, in 
that frequently affected 'little girl lost' sort of way (of course, they 
needn't affect anything); sometimes riotously, positively so, as on the 
Fresh Prince-style rapping of 'Rad'. Their youth, however, never equates 
to naivety. Behind their playful lyrics and occasionally childlike voices, 
we hear introspection through a forlorn melody, confusion in the wonky 
chords of a minor keyboard intro. You're reminded of the imbalance and 
uncertainty of (pre-)teen-hood, where things you never knew existed are 



brought to your attention: sex and 
kissing and names of things you 
don't know the meaning but 
sense you shouldn't say. You're 
reminded of the inquisition, and 
the subsequent inhibition. 

This is why this album will sound 
so exciting to you now. To twenty- 
somethings, teenagers, fathers and 
grandmothers, alike. This is why the 
enthusiasm of this record will knock 
you sideways. 

Because it's astounding, and 
inspiring, to hear two girls tackle 
that very inhibition head-on, throw 
it out of the window and into the 
sunshine, and create brilliant, 
universally appealing songs. Songs 
whose warmth and upfrontnesswill 
grow and grow on you. Songs that 
will put a spring in your step, a smile 
on your face and set you forth into 
the day with optimism. These are 
pop songs: they are honest, fearless 
and instinctual. 

Clearly, the sisters love it. The stars 
of their very own show, they belt out 
notes and bash at cymbals like mini 
rock princesses - no, wait - like true 
rock goddesses. 

But you have to ask: what 
happens when two pre-teen girls 
are blown up by the media (OK, so 
this hasn't quite happened yet) from 
the word go? What will happen as 
they mature along with expectations 
about the sort of music that people 
of their gender and age should 
be making? 

Smoosh are certainly not 
waiting for anyone's approval: 
"Now I know I'm here to stay, " 
Asya sings assuredly, on the 
album's closing line. 



6 5daysof static 



One Time For All Time (Monotreme) 

On paper, it's a horrible mishmash. In reality, 
65daysofstatic are transcendentally special. 
If the raw materials seem basic - one rock 
band multiplied by a copy of Cubase -then 
the results are anything but. Melding 
pretension-stripped beats and ruthless 
sequenced drums onto skeletal yet ever- 
swelling guitars, 65dos then gleefully nudge 
the volume knob whenever they choose. 
Warp Records, with whom they share 
Sheffield origins, and any of the instrumental 
jet-set are reference points, but few of those 
protagonists ever possessed actual tunes like 
this. And in senseless times, One Time For 
All Time is impeccably meaningful. 
Adam Anonymous 



Ryan Adams 



Jacksonville City Nights 
(Lost Highway) 

I'm a sad puppy. I thought the cocksure runt 
was capable of musical redemption, but no, 
this is a multi-levelled letdown, breaking my 
heart and making me cry, leaving tears in my 
bed and a big gay hurt on my pillow, saying 
goodbye when I want to get low, letting me 
down when I want to get up, tanning my 
hide, when I'm pining for nothing so much 
as a little sweet love. It's like a sad and old 
Gram Parsons up late doing too many 
chemicals and I squirm away baby 'cause 
I feel like a puppy trapped in a pillowcase. 
Shane Moritz 



Amandine 



This Is Where Our Hearts Collide 
(Fat Cat) 

Amandine: even the name sounds 
delectable, like some marzipan-ed, custard- 
filled patisserie. But the music's sweet, too, 
like pastries: sweet and soft and billowy. 
With the group's one-genre referencing of 
Songs: Ohia; Iron & Wine; Crosby, Stills, 
Nash & Young, it would be easy to assume 
that they have America in their blood. In fact, 
they hail from that land of eternal winter 
darkness and forever-bright summer nights 
- Sweden - and, listening intently to their 
sensitive piano, subdued harmonium and 
considerate treatment of emotion, it is the 
subtlety of Europe that shines. 
Hannah Gregory 



Team Ping Pong (Fantastic Plastic) 

Once when I was four, and my Mum was 
asleep, I had an illicit picnic with my dog 
which involved both of us drinking Crusha 
from the bottle, eating a box of choc ices and 
jumping around to my toy stereo. Team Ping 



Pong is the aural equivalent of this day. 
Bearsuit are a giddy bunch who occupy the 
twee vs shouty middle ground between Belle 
And Sebastian and Help She Can't Swim. 
On this album, rather than sounding like my 
stomach after my E-number bender, they've 
come up with a clutch of joyously demented 
pop songs that are simply magical. 
Natalie Boxall 

eating pleasures: bearsuit 

While making this album, we ate: Quavers, 
plain Walker's squares, sea salt & vinegar 
Kettle Chips, Frazzles, spring onion Space 
Invaders, Wotsits, spicy tomato Monster 
Munch. ..the merits of each are discussed 
at great length during the mixing, until 
an approximate hierarchy is achieved. The 
sound of crunching is often to be found in 
the background of any Bearsuit recording. 
(lain) 



Jello Biaf ra & The Melvins 



Sieg Howdy (Alternative Tentacles) 

Sieg Howdy com prises the offcuts and 
remixes that were left on the floor after the 
first Biafra/Mevins collaboration, Never 
Breathe What You Can't See. The grinding, 
pulsing beats from Dalek; the perky, jerking 
epic that results from Al Jourgensen's 
twiddling; Dale Crover's scuttling sonic 
sound piece -each reworking brings 
something a little different, a little heavier 
and dirtier to the table. 

Jello is as politically charged as ever, 
setting his sights on racial profiling, bad 
parenting, the commercialisation of punk, 
and the general downfall of Western 
civilisation. The updated 'Kalifornia Uber 
Alles (2 1 st Century)' takes well-aimed pot 
shots at the Governator, while 'Enchanted 
Thoughtfist' seems an honest glimpse into 
the mind of a man determined to keep up 
with his extremes. 
Ki Ellwood 



Big Justoleum 



Poor People's Day (Mush) 

Before I even put it in the player, Poor 
People's Day was one of my favourites of 
the year, for its disc art declaration that 
'Being Poor Is Not A Crime'. Because in this 
age of chav jokes, post-Katrina New Orleans 
and reanimated Yuppie lust, simple truths 
like that somehow need restating. 

Simple truths aren't Bigg Jus' stock 
in trade, however - following his stint in 
Company Flow, Justoleum carved a densely 
poetic autobiography of abusive parents, 
cultural abandonment and heroes in 
the form of subway graffiti artists (the 
unreservedly recommended Plantation 



Rhymes), before disappearing to Atlanta to 
mastermind the heavy politico-rap of NMS. 
But 'simple truths' - as in pointing out 
obvious injustices, 'following the money' 
back to the multinationals who thrive off the 
existence of an underclass -is Poor People's 
Day's mission, but the album ricochets 
brilliantly between pop-friendly amalgams 
of broken beats and soul like the title 
track and 'Supa Nigga'; and nightmarish 
evocations of poverty and crime like 
'Orbital Mechanics' and 'Illustrations Of 
Hieronymus Bosch . . .That 1 467 Shit'. 
'When They Start', with DJ Gman 
blending the piano chords of Billy Joel's 
'Goodnight Saigon' into calls for revolution, 
highlights the album's emotive rage and its 
articulation of injustice. 
Stevie Chick 



Blackout (In The Red) 

This gang of Hotwires-related noiseniks 
care little for melody. Nor do they care for 
anything that lasts any longer than a couple 
of minutes. Nothing new there, but they're 
creating quite a stir in the loins of loyal 
garage-heads and even in one groin that 
thought the whole of London had nothing 
left to offer. 

'Young Professionals' has all you 
need: snotty repetition, a 'first three notes 
I learned' bassline and eardrum-baiting 
treble. The whole things smacks of someone 
desperately trying to annoy their elderly 
neighbour. You've heard it a thousand times 
before but have you heard it this loud? 
Hayley Avron 



Bonnie 'Prince' Billy 



Summer In The Southeast (Sea Note) 

Summer In The Southeastf\ndsW\\\ Oldham 
in full-on Crazy Horse mode. As frayed and 
loose as some of his back catalogue gets, 
these live recordings are ragged almost to 
the point of disintegration. Backed by many 
of the usual suspects - Matt Sweeney, Paul 
Oldham, etc - he howls, whispers and yells 
his way through an electric 'greatest hits' 
of the past few years. 

Although he's a compelling, moving 
performer, it's hard to see why this particular 
set of live tracks - culled from a tour of 
the south-eastern US last year - is seeing 
a release. It would be a good place for 
someone who hasn't seen Oldham play 
live to experience the way he changes the 
mood and feel of songs so they bear only 
the faintest resemblance to their recorded 
selves; but it certainly doesn't compare to 
seeing the man in the flesh. 
Natalie Moore 
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bitter street symphony 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
Illustration: Nick White 




Moondog 

The Viking Of Sixth Avenue (Honest Jons) 

Of course, it would take a blind bum in a Viking outfit to get us to listen to jazz. 
The legacy of Moondog is as often celebrated for his uniquely bizarre life story 
and appearance as it is for the gently palpitating beauty of his music. Born Louis 
Harding in Kansas in 1916, it was the loss of his sight at 17 that allowed him to 
pursue music studies on a scholarship. Arriving penniless in New York, he set 
himself up on the corner of 54th Street and 6th Avenue and embarked on one of 
the strangest, most schizophrenic careers in the history of music. At the same time 
as busking and sleeping rough in a Viking suit and calling himself Moondog, he 
managed to form contacts with most of the key artists, musicians and composers 
of the New York avant garde - including Charlie Parker, with whom he nearly got 
to collaborate; and William Burroughs, for whom he composed a film soundtrack. 

But captivating and romantic as the Moondog story is, commentators on his 
music often neglect the fact that underneath the thick beard and the funny helmet 
lay a musician with a deep insight into the American spirit. It is quite possible that 
Moondog was cast as a one-man freakshow because nobody wanted to look 
where he was pointing his homemade spear-to a pre-white, Spanish, unknown 
continent that the Vikings had once visited. Throughout this impressive new 
compilation, the Indian drumming, which resembles a rushed, haunting heartbeat 
laced with free-floating, hazy jazz, is the foundation on which the street language 

what Bach would have written, 

were he born to a shamanic 
healer in Arizona 

of New York in the Forties and Fifties was constructed: Hasidic music, spoken- 
word monologues, city-busker recorder and trumpet. It's all here: layer upon layer 
of immigration, integration, isolation and regeneration. Some of Moondog's more 
classically oriented short pieces, for example, sound like what Bach would have 
written, were he born not to a German court musician but to a shamanic healer 
on the moon-swept plains of Arizona. The rhythmic and harmonious rationales 
are still there, but instead of being directed towards the austere Protestant 
heaven, they are projected onto a hidden inner world of primordial wildness. 

Moondog was keenly aware of the tapestry that he was weaving, famously 
claiming that minimalism was nothing new- Bach had done it ages ago; modern 
jazz was just the same as the syncopated beats of native American music. So 
keep the funny hat and beard, if you need them to make sense of the magical 
abundance of these 36 tracks; and yes, it does help that this music was made on 
homemade instruments with names such as Dragon's Teeth; but this is so much 
more than the novelty act all that suggests. Really, it should all be played when 
you are naked, howling at the moon. 



Boris with Merzbow 



Sun Baked Snow Cave (Hydra Head) 

So I'm still under the very welcome influence 
of the Feminaxand I'm feeling pretty good. 
I've had a great afternoon sitting in my 
girlfriend's bedroom, listening to metal 
and writing about it, and now I'm looking 
for something to really cap the day. Then 
I remember I have to review Sun Baked Snow 
Cave and my heart leaps out of my ribcage 
and dances around the room with unfettered 
joy. Or it would, if I wasn't feeling so 
pleasantly subdued. Merzbow I can take or 
leave, but Boris! Oh, Boris. I remember being 
stuck between the twin immobilizers of 
influenza and Absolutegoone fuzzy 
afternoon a couple of years ago, more than 
happy to spend some quality time in that 
supremely soporific space between music 
and sickness. It's actually worth getting ill 
just so you can properly appreciate the 
majesty of Boris in full-on drone mode, and 
I reckon Merzbow's contributions here would 
be best accompanied by a dose of laryngitis. 
Joe Stannard 



Bright Eyes 



Motion Sickness (Saddle Creek) 

I wish I could be as happy to hear Bright Eyes 
as the smiley, deoderised boys and peachy 
dean-fingernailed girls cheering lovingly all 
over this live album. The songs are alright, 
really. Just a shade predictable. Dare I say 
boring? His tunes are OK, his voice very nice, 
he's quite fit and has an endearing listhp, but 



it's nothing to pee your pants and call him 
a prodigy over. There's the token one about 
what a twerp the president is (right on), 
and everyone goes 'nanas when he says: 
"Do you think he's ever smel led his own. . . 
bullshit! 7"Wild. Worst of all, it reminds 
me of this awful soundtrack by Cat Stevens to 
Harold And Maude; a warm-hearted sickflick 
that suggests we try to 'be ourselves' and 
do shit cartwheels in the carpark. 
Matilda Tristram 



Broken Social Scene 



Broken Social Scene (City Slang) 

This, the follow up to their startling You 
Forgot It In People LP, pushes on with the 
never-sitting-still aesthetic yet achieves 
a greater sense of wholeness, of inevitable 
belief in its own ends. A thing of febrile 
beauty, it throws curveball after curveball, 
but here the unexpected is the very fabric 
of what holds it all together. Oh, that and 
sheer, tumultuous pop, all fiery emotion and 
seething lushness. And pain is never far from 
the surface, as 'It's All Gonna Break' attests 
to, but it's all about holding onto your pain, 
using it as a tool to dig yourself out. 
Stewart Gardiner 



Susanne Brokesch 



Emerald Stars (Chicks On Speed) 

The art rock of its time, the German Lieder 
tradition drew on troubadour folk and 
introduced singing and melody into the late 
1 9th Century's contemporary classical music 



scene. Much like Nineties electronica, it was 
lauded for its multimedia innovation while 
in effect promoting pretty reactionary 
romantic ideals. On Emerald Stars, Austrian- 
New Yorker Susanne Brokesch, who has 
spent much of the past decade creating the 
kind of post-house mild ambient sound that 
was supposed to be the music of the future, 
revisits five Lieder by Hugo Wolf. In spite 
of the often awkward tacked on beat, her 
interpretations put an interesting twist on 
Wolf's slightly hysterical, sometimes sappy 
compositions, giving them a kind of switched 
on, Clockwork Orange sangfroid. But it is 
her post-modern, anti-romantic take on 
Bowie's 'Heroes', reminiscent of early Cranes 
and totally devoid of heroin-chic delusions, 
that justifies her claims of a new-found 
pop sensibility. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Castanets 



First Light's Freeze (Asthmatic Kitty) 

In future years, I'll forget how much this 
album haunted me. I'll forget its spacious 
beauty, the gentle way it nestled up to 
a teasing country groove, the way songs 
like 'Bells Aloud' and the mournful, drum 
machine-led 'No Voice Was Raised' recalled 
late-night Nashville radio stations and 
M Ward's soulful chug. In my rush to clear 
space for a growing family, I'll brush aside 
Castanets' brooding, befuddling travelogues 
and shove them into my 'CDs to sell' pile - 
same way I have with Spain, Codeine, Radar 



Bros - and shrug, uncaring. Sufjan Stevens' 
contribution will mean nothing to me, nor 
the spectral, glacial strings on this San Diego 
band's second album. Maybe then someone 
will point me in the direction of this review, 
and I'll rush to rescind my callous decision. 

But it will be much too late. 
Everett True 



Cidadao Instigado 



Cidadao Instigado e o Metodo 
Tufo de Experiencias (Slag) 

In Brazil, we have a musical genre called 
Brega. If you look for a dictionary definition 
of the word, the ones you'll find are 'cheesy' 
and 'tacky', but that's not quite right. You 
would probably call it Romantic Latin Music, 
but it's more like the painful-love AM radio 
music that dominated most of my childhood, 
and probably Fernando Catatau's too. No 
wonder his last live show felt like a lost 
therapy session. 

Fernando Catatau is the frontman of 
Cidadao Instigado, and this is his second 
record. On it, you'll find an almost visceral 
search for simplicity. He tells his own stories 
in sad, tense and psychedelic form over these 
ten tracks, tinged with the scars of racism 
and poverty. But most of the time, Fernando 
is a soul wanting to forgive his love: 
"Sometimes I cry/Because I know I can 't 
let the past invade my world/1 remembered 
the forgiveness/And saw both of us/Building 
a future". 
Ana Garcia 
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Clap Your Hands Say Yeah 



Clap Your Hands Say Yeah (Wichita) 

To your ears, they administer a fiery salve and 
a raucous, distorted salutation; such is the 
rabid, ravaged charm of CYHSY's jittering, 
kidney-pounding pop: like David Byrne in 
twisted spandex. To your eyes, they apply an 
ardent lens that averts yr gaze to their debut 
album: note that this Brooklyn pack have 
created a DIY masterpiece; marvel at colours 
that fly from their songs like parrots and 
comets and rainbows and rage. To your arms 
and legs, they solicit dancing: stand still if 
you will as the chiming, sashaying jailbait 
of 'Sunshine And Clouds' submits to the 
chiselled guitars and rugged sneer of 'Details 
Of The War'; refuse if you dare the buzzing 
exaltation and firecracker synths on classic, 
'The Skin Of My Yellow Country Teeth'. To 
your hands, naturally, they agitate clapping: 
of a most fanatic fashion. 
Nicola Meighan 



Clorox Girls 



This Dimension (Smart Guy) 

Channelling vintage Redd Kross right down 
to their song-title-as-band-name, Portland's 
Clorox Girls cram so much sound and energy 
into their breathless sophomore album This 
Dimension that it's easy to forget how slight 
it is. But if you look at it as a collection of 
singles that don't exist, it goes down a lot 
easier - vaguely surfy punk stomp, two-part 
harmonies, seething teen zit-poppin' rage, 
reckless rhythms - pretty much everything 
you liked about pop punk before, just again, 
and shorter (with no songs crossing the two- 
minute mark by much). Music like this sort 
of defies criticism; it'll never be as original 
as it will be fun, so let's just leave it at that. 
Doug Mosurock 



Col labs 3000/ 

Chris Liebing & Speedy J 



Metahsm (Novamute) 

The beatless 'Lego' is a breathtaking opener; 
pitch black and dripping with menace. 
'Triflon' is a machine-funk juggernaut caked 
in sonic filth and threatening to bust its rivets 
from the stress of Speedy's trademark 
corrosive arsenal: clattering dub rimshots 
and butchered synths whirling around its 
immaculately-layered extremities. 'Hilt' is a 
spooked deep-space death march wrapped 
in warped humanoid groans; 'Cream 3' the 
Radiophonic Workshop ripped from its BBC 
cocoon and grafted onto an epic voodoo 
death-stomp. Metalismls a hypnotic, 
malevolent reminder that techno thrives 
like fungus when kept in the darkest places. 
James Papademetrie 



Comet Gain 



City Fallen Leaves (Track & Field) 

You turn 30, and your heart still breaks at 
the injustice of it all. You turn 30 - and all 
around, dullard IT geeks playing Killers and 
Coldplay tunes, the odd glass of wine every 
Thursday night, babies on the way, isn't Little 
Britain so funny? Few understand your 
passions - 'Shark Fucks', mod all-nighters, 
"Compromise is the Devil talking ", Bettye 
Swann and Willie Hightower and the Lady 
Irma of course, arguments fuelled by alcohol, 
cheap speed and wilful misunderstanding, 
Dan Treacy's self-hatred, melancholy, ink- 
splattered letters, Riot Grrrl's latent sexuality, 
the trafficjams of Tati and Dali, Billy Childish, 
London buses, car boot fairs, Swedish girls, 
OlympiaWA, Jasmine Minks -few want to. 




mixtape heaven 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Illustration: Matt Taylor 

The first time I saw Klashnekoff , 

back in the '03 when a bunch of 
Terra Firma singles were causing 
a bit of a ruckus, was when there 
was that 'Murda' tune. (Kemet's 
'Murda In Parrowdice' is a whole 
different Klashnekoff 'Murda' 
tune from the contribution to the 
summer's Damian Marley rework 
fest that was 'Jamrock Takeover', but 
you know it was still about being, all, 
like 'MURDA' and scary'n'shit.) And 
personally I just thought he was 
a bit of a twat, if quite small and 
compelling-looking with his burning 
eyes and screwface. As, apparently, 
did most of the audience in Deal 
Real, who walked out of the room 
when he started on about how since 
he was in Soho, he just wanted to 
make sure we all shouted out, " Burn 
dem batty boys". And I saw him a 
few more times, and he never did a 
proper show because he was always 
too good for his DJ or soundmen 
and had to storm out in a temper. 
And I could never see that his skills 
were that amazing they justified it. 

Charisma is the word for it. K-lash 
is a dickhead, but he's one you can't 



take your eyes off. The recent and 
forthcoming hype is down to this, 
and the fact he insists that he's the 
only UK rapper ever to have a big 
personality, and that's why there's 
never been a takeover before but 
there will be one now. Whether this 
particular idea of takeover owes 
more to boasting tropes than good 
analysis of industries remains to be 
seen. What you can see, right now, 
is that the epitome of takeover is 
making a takeover. This year it's 
been all about the mixtapes. 

Shystie's Grand Theft Audio 
(Dice) dropped last June and is Shy at 
her spikiest, featuring some prank 
calls, bad disses and Fury's mum 
(apparently Fury and Shy have since 
fallen out). A new album is due out 
early next year. Shystie, incidentally, 
has spoken against homophobic 
lyrics. Regal Players' Street Reppin 
Vol. 1 (Frog) is a grime rave in your 
living room, rawness, hype, the 
bumping of sweaty bodies, hot rock 
burns in yourtracksuit. (Ooooh 
and girl ends up with some 
unusually smooth Kano! Fuck his 
skills issues, he's cute.) For some 
finer production, have DJ Mondie's 
Straight Up Vol. 1 (Foot In The Door) 
with your Habanas. Bashy would be 
bashed by writer Ms B for something 



about the morning after pill and 
"After u been to the chemist can 
you send me a text babes". Forget 
URMum. But the whole can be 
(almost?) forgiven on the basis of 
both the mystical freakery of 'The 
Legend' and 'Fool In Love' feat. (NY), 
which is shivery and achy. Ahem. 



Fuck his skills 
issues, Kano's 
cute 



To be less grimey, I'd Baby Blue 

(Out Of The Blue Vol 2) the bad 
boys with her stories of pulling 
vanquishes. It's powerful too, to 
hear a first-person narration of 
single mum loneliness to go with 
the usual big ups. Are she and Sway 
an item? Musically there's no doubt. 
Mixtapes are all about the love. 
Back to K-lash and Skully'sFoci/s 
Mode (Represent). WOOO THE 
HEAVY SHIT! Klashy might just 
have a soft side; he gets girl pain. 
And just check what DJ Skully does 
to Bobby Valentino's 'Tell Me' and 
R. Kelly's 'Sex In The Kitchen'. 

Ragga swagger, futurist 
spacescapes, it's all in the mix. I think 
I'm converted... 



Comet Gain's new album is 
inspirational, damaged and confusing, 
engenders its own sense of belonging, 
bounces and cajoles and spits in many 
crannies. I wouldn't want to go out drinking 
with these men and women, but I'd certainly 
share a radio show or five. 
Everett True 



Creme De Menthe 



The Impossibility Of Eroticism 
In The Suburbs (DiskoB) 

So 1998- which isn't a bad thing, it's just 

that electroclash came along, was exciting 
for a couple of seconds like a cheap handjob, 
then you felt dirty, but not in a good way. 
You could never get over that nagging 



suspicion that it was all a bit a cold - not 
as in glacial, as in, please try harder. 

"Take off your clothes/Now get down 
on your knees/Open your mouth, bitch/Oh, 
what a relief! " Those were her words, not 
mine. Who? Just some panting robo lady I 
met. In Scotland via Berlin, anything goes. 
Stewart Gardiner 



plan b 1 75 



albums 



four and twenty blackbirds 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Emily Twomey ^" 




Kate Bush 

Aerial (EMI) 

We've waited 1 2 years. 

Imagine being a critic at one of the broadsheets. Male, 
married, domesticated, no longer relevant, your dreams 
slipping away in largesse of David Gray B-sides. Given up. 
Sad. Knowing that something went wrong somewhere 
but unable to figure out just where, embittered. Imagine 
being a critic at Observer Music Monthly, the magazine 
for people who listen to music once a month. Kate Bush 
releases a new album - full of birdsong and songs in 
praise of the housemaid, enchanting as always, redolent 
of a peculiar Englishness that even now polite company 
won't allow you to admit a liking for (Genesis, Pink Floyd) 
- and it's a double! Whoa. Do you carefully consider 
its failings and fantasies of delight, or spin away lost in 
a reverie of hyperbole and nostalgia. "The best album 
of the last 1 2 years. " Well of course it is, dearies. 



The greatest art 
is the most embarrassing 



'King Of The Mountain', the single, you know. It 
swells. It roars. It squelches. It was written nine years 
ago. Playful skipping beats underpin a roaring gush 
of questions. It's fitful. It's fitting. She does that whole 
swaying, slightly seasick thing we so associate with her 
craft, and it feels like 1 2 minutes, not 1 2 years, since we 
last heard her sing. This song -and indeed, most of the 
seven songs on the first CD, A Sea Of Honey, centred 
around her young son Bertie) - picks up from where 
1 985's Hounds Of Love left off. The link is near seamless. 

Kate Bush's greatest strength has been to exist within 
her own world, undisturbed by outside distractions. She 
no longer sounds gothic, however (she's long since been 
a teenager). This is a deliciously pastoral, personal record 
- sunsets and fishes and washing lines and children's 



drawings at every turn. This is the sound of a woman, 
grown up, at ease with herself and her life, delighting 
in each fresh day, finding joy in the slightest of things, 
's' rejoices in reciting the numeral to 1 1 2 decimal places 
-the old adage of someone being able to sing the phone 
book and make it sound magical totally applies here. 

As a parent myself, 'Bertie' - as 1 6™ Century madrigal 
and whimsical as it sounds - is a raw delight: almost 
embarrassing in its uninhibited love and pronunciation. 
"Swe-e-e-t kisses, " she trills. "Swe-ee-ee-ee-t kisses. " 
But of course, the greatest art is the most embarrassing. 
It's also the track most derided by the critics, ever eager 
to call upon some weird preconceived notion of 'cool' 
they ceased to be 1 5 years back. Any parent can relate 
to the sentiments and beauty. If you're scared of children, 
that's another matter. . . 

And as a Phillip Pullman fan, the spooky, churning 
'How To Be Invisible' is a real pleasure. "I found a book 
on how to be invisible, " she confides. "On the edge of 
the labyrinth/Under a veil you must never lift. " 

The second CD is entitled A Sky Of Honey. It's a 
concept album, dreamlike, caught in the weird twilight 
world between sleep and waking, centred round two 
lovers, songs coloured by meditative classical strings, 
calypso rhythms, trilling blackbirds and prog rock. There 
are nine songs from sunrise to sunset- 'Prelude', 'An 
Architect's Dream', 'Nocturn' - beset with the most 
striking visual imagery. It's reminiscent of both former 
mentors Pink Floyd's Seventies excesses and Phil Elverum's 
coming-of-age piece, Mount Eerie -with The Painter, 
Rolf Harris, taking on the Calvin Johnson role. Man, what 
an eye-opener this must be to critics whose idea of female 
music begins and ends with Jools Holland's show. 

Oh. Minor, but important point: experimenting with 
music based upon birdsong isn't the province of 'crazy' 
woman. It's a male, classical tradition. 

This is a wonderful, wonderful album - but then 
I am, of course, one of those critics described above. 



Department Of Eagles 



The Cold Nose (Melodic) 

Being the debut from Brooklyn oddballs 
Daniel Rossen (vocals, guitars) and Fred 
Nicolaus (beats samples); repeated listens 
reveal this as a quietly delirious little gem. 
Take 'Sailing By Night', which starts off as 
a slice of rolling, introspective whimsy before 
tightly chattering beatboxes and belligerent 
swarms of speeded up strings crash the party 
and whisk it off into somewhere altogether 
more deranged. Or Dadaist samplescapes 
like 'Origin Of Love' - rubbing rudely 
manipulated double-bass jazz riffs and 
sexadelic z-movie gibberish over lolloping 
gorilla breakbeats. Or 'Family Romance' 
- strummed and sun-drenched heartbreak 
whisked up into a joyous electric Kool-Aid 
singalong. Even the superficially hamfisted 
cut-and-paste experiments recorded in their 
teens offer up an occasionally sinister charm 
-their daft piano loops, idiot drum machine 
clatter and backwards psych-FX contributing 
to a deliciously wonky whole which surely 
indicates a basinful of greatness to come. 
James Papademetrie 



The Drones 



Wait Long By The River And The Bodies 
Of Your Enemies Will Float By. . . (ATP) 

Straight-ahead rock is a mythically elusive 
beast in today's music scene. Most hipsters 
left the genre for dead back around the turn 
of the millennium, preferring instead to stuff 
their iPods full of genetically enhanced, 
crossbred hybrids. And even though guitars 
have returned in recent years, it's been irony 
that's dominated, The Strokes and The Hives 
studied posturing and The Darkness' tongue- 
in-cheek spandex shitstorm. 

Quite clearly The Drones have no time 
for all of this nonsense. They probably look 
like off-duty brickies, but they play their 
music with an honesty and anger that cuts 
through all the hype and heads straight 
for your emotional core. Screaming guitars 
and red raw howling angst drive songs like 
'Shark Fin Blues' and 'You Really Didn't 
Care' to heights last scaled on Dylan's bitter 
'Rolling Thunder Revue' tour back in 75. 
So if you've never been able to squeeze into 
a pair of skinny-hipped jeans and you liked 
music back before the Eighties came along 
and ruined it, this is just the just the album 
you've been waiting for. 
Merek fucking Cooper 



The Fiery Furnaces 



Rehearsing My Choir (Rough Trade) 

In which eerily talented siblings Matthew and 
Eleanor Friedberg play backing band for Olga 
Sarantos, their 83-year-old Grandmamma. 
She narrates her life via a spilt constellation 
of anecdotes as the changeling soundtrack 
reconstitutes itself to match -from multi- 
tracked bossa nova to off-key liturgical. One 
winces in thinking of the schmaltz that would 
result from most bands attempting the same, 
but the unfolding and cumulative structure 
merely allows the Furnaces more leeway for 
their expansive narrative gifts. It's album as 
art form freed from continual repetition, 
concentrating instead on the woozy beauty 
of endless interludes and segues, nuances 
of mood and arrangement. It's memory 
transmogrified into a kind of transhistorical 
anomaly, all dialogue fragments, absurdist 
poetry and instrumental whimsy - something 
akin to a long hallucination -which is how 
an honest biography would read if it wasn't 
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for the rationalising process writers and 
readers collaborate in. We should all hope 
for such life-affirming offspring. 
kicking_k 



FixitKid 



The Easy Way Out (Fight Me) 

Fingers tear at guitar strings. Knuckles 
graze. Hands bash against fret boards, blood 
starts to trickle - slowly at first, then faster, 
faster, a real spurt. Heads are bashed. Heads 
are cradled. Phlegm gets distributed easily, 
into a hollering howl of dissatisfaction. 
Guitars sludge and grind and grunge their 
way through songs like 'We've Been 
Watching The Riots On A Monitor' and the 
full-on Seattle fest of 'Taking Liberties'. 
If Fixit Kid were American, they'd be 
produced by Jack Endino, and recording 
songs about serial killers. But they're British, 
so Albini gets mentioned - and not entirely 
erroneously. Their second album rocks. 
Siobhan Marshall 



John Howard 



As I Was Saying (Cherry Red) 

Forget Kate Bush, try waiting 30 years for 
a newalbum. Glam dandy John Howard's 
last proper release was his 1 975 debut Kid 
In A Big World, full of cinematic piano-led 
heartstoppers which echoed Mr Bowie circa 
Hunky Do/y with the lyrical verve of 
Sondheim and Ray Davies. 

A fop-pop-flop whose follow-ups were 
shelved, Kid. . .was eventually cited as an 
official Lost Classic by those who know, 
with the resulting RPM CD reissue in 2003 
attracting such glowing notices that Mr H 
was finally enticed back to the studio. As 
the title suggests, he pretty much picks up 
where he left off, his pristine velvet tones 
startlingly unfettered by the years. What has 
changed - and for the better - is the writing; 
now laced with the kind of tragicomic 
poignancy and arch wisdom only decades 
in the sidelines can command. 'Oh Do 
Give It A Rest Love' is the epic centrepiece, 
a camp old Englishman's 'American Pie' 
namechecking everyone from Simon Cowell 
to Hendrix, the Singing Nun and Christina 
Aguilera; while 'Dear Glitterheart' and 
'The Time Of Day' are heartbreaking classics 
of elegant balladeering in anyone's book. 
Dickon Edwards 



The Howling Hex 



You Can't Beat Tomorrow (Drag City) 

Fucked up blues and Beefheart symphonies 
may have marked out Pussy Galore and 
Royal Trux, but The Howling Hex take it 
one step further. Delivering both a CD and 
DVD, Neil Michael Hagerty is backed by 
The Theatre Fire with a collage of violins, 
trumpets and banjos. Each track fades in 
and out of existence with no real beginning 
or ending and a warm crackle of analogue 
sounds that sneer at the modern age. 

'Apache Energy Plan' stands out for 
its simple garagey tones but 'Sick & Old 1 ' 
is too saggy, with a repeated vocal line 
over a lolling drum beat. By 'Sick & Old 2', 
Hagerty is barely pulling the words from his 
throat. Instruments flail around, looping 
themselves around wah-hungry guitars 
and trumpets. The DVD is similarly baked in 
trademark cool, melding band performances 
with random images. This is how Arcade Fire 
would sound if they attended shotgun 
weddings rather than funerals. 
Lianne Steinberg 






To deny the wintry charms of Mi and L'au 

would be like closing your eyes when it snows 





cabinessence 

Words: Frances May Morgan 
Illustration: Tom Eastland 

August 

We stood in the church porch and smoked 
cigarettes through half of their set at the 
festival, while an acquaintance detailed his 
upcoming separation from his partner and 
children. Yeah, Mi and L'au. Very nice. 
Whatthefuckever. They were too beautiful 
to ever live lives like ours. Mi was blonde 
and pale, lips trembling as if she could cry 
any moment. Her hair lay all the way down 
her back, almost to the tops of her stalk-like 
legs. Her partner, L'au, was dark and 
angular; a thousand pretty worries playing 
across his brow. They were too lovely ever 
to say the wrong words or raise a voice 
to hurt each other. They moved to a cabin 
in Finland, where they lived like skinny, 
elegant Moomins with two guitars and 
a toy piano. They made music like cobwebs 
and icicles and fires. People liked it, because 
they'd always dreamed of such isolation 
and brooding happiness. I liked it too, but 
real life kept gnawing at my cuticles. And 
yet still I listened. It's too easy to squash 
whimsy and kick vulnerability, easy as 
popping bubble wrap. 

September 

"First they crash, " goes the first song, 
"and then they marry "Mi's exhalations are 
studied, even actressy, in their gentleness; 
and there is a warm, burry fuzz behind her 
voice - a kind of fluffy white noise that 
makes you want to fold your hands around 
her like she entreats you to at the song's 
conclusion. L'au's careful, chromatic 
accompaniment guides the song like some 
kind of textbook-perfect lover, not a finger 
or a kiss out of place. Those of us who 
prefer the element of surprise may yawn 
and lie back, pleasured but not ecstatic 
- but you'd have to be one dedicated 
masochist not to feel a little stirred 
and smoothed by the control, skill and 



sensuality of Mi and L'au's self-titled 
debut (Young Gods). 

L'au's background in soundtracks might 
be what gives the music its elegant pacing: 
there's a kind of narrative logic to the 
arrangements, as on closing track 'Study', 
where an intro of fragmented guitar, 
occasional harmonium and digital burble 
glides into a delicate orchestral sea. The 
songs themselves are slight, and lyrics 
about childhood, philosophy, bellies 
and Christmas display the slightly cultish 
preciousness I'm coming to associate with 
Michael Gira's Young Gods signings; but 
to deny the music's wintry charms would 
be like shutting your eyes when it snows. 

October 

Outside the cabin, the boys are partying in 
the wood. Harmonies knit together, then 
rise like smoke. An older man adds a world- 
weary voice to the choir. I approach with 
caution; any woman who's been burnt by 
a hippie guy knows not to trust those lusty, 
stinky yowls of so-called freedom. She 
knows it's a slippery slope and you land 
at the bottom with a bedroom full of fake 
shriney stuff that doesn't really mean 
anything (cf. the Norse tiki totem god thing 
on the album cover); no dress sense (they 
prefer you 'natural'); and dumped for some 
girl with massive eyebrows who makes her 
own candles. Yeah, Akron/Family. Very 
nice. Whatthefuckever. 

And yet still I listen, because 
Akron/Family & Angels Of Light's new 
one - again, self-titled (Young Gods) - is, in 
places, a thing of joy. It's the indulgent joy 
of old record sleeves under your fingertips 
and old clothes on your back; but those joys 
are ones I make time for. The sincerity that 
vibrates through every strained vocal cord 
on whoop-and-holler knees-up 'Raise The 
Sparks' is too easy to puncture, just as 



chopping slugs in half with scissors is an 
overly bloodthirsty (if fun) way of getting 
them off your plants. 

November 

It's Day of the Dead; I play spot-the- 
reference with rock ghosts: Popol Vuh; 
Captain Beefheart; Buffalo Springfield; 
Quicksilver Messenger Service; Grateful 
Dead; The Byrds; Caravan. What are 
you to do when Akron/Family's songs 
hitch-hike from style to style, with muscular 
prog riffing giving way to shimmery West 
Coast optimism acceding to Incredible 
String Band fol-de-rols? Each multicoloured 
coat looks a treat, except for the ill-judged 
Noisy Bit at the beginning of 'Moment', 
which is mercifully brief. 

As with Mi and L'au, structure saves 
the day, and almost overrides lyrics about 
moving to the ocean side where the 
dolphins swim freely ('Oceanside'). Unlike 
Mi and L'au, it's the songwriting that's 
fascinating: songs emerge tentatively and 
grow strong, like the anthemic 'Future 
Myth' with its contrasting movements, 
stonking chorus and an outro The Beach 
Boys would be proud of. 

When Michael Gira appears, events 
paradoxically take a darker turn. His voice 
stands proud, but the music loses its 
playfulness and the summer of love 
darkens into an autumn of distrust and 
sore eyes from staring too long into 
the fire. There are hints of the tortured, 
yawping, ridiculous masculinity of 
Sunburned Hand Of The Man, but behind 
that there's an angry magic I wonder if 
the band themselves realised they've 
captured. The angels dance now like 
skeletons, loose and grinning; and to deny 
their pre-apocalyptic intent would be like 
pretending you're not a little scared when 
you're walking in the woods alone. 
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quartet for the end of time 

Words: Frances May Morgan 
Illustration: Simon Peplow 

The Mass 

Perfect Picture Of Wisdom & Boldness (Monotreme) 

Gazing at the skyline from the train as you crawl home, you imagine 
the jagged teeth of the business district crumbling into concrete dust, 
and see yourself wandering the ruins tracing blueprints for a new 
order on the shattered pavements: apocalypse porn, Victorian-style, 
with God and Nature trumping any terrorist in the havoc-wreaking 
stakes. Thank god for complexity and anger. It keeps you going, 
through grey puddles of oily water, the click-clack of heels and the 
sickly smell of a hot bus, that certainty that beneath the palliative 
stupor of everyday life there are patterns of great and terrible beauty, 
which music exists for the purpose of rendering real and solid so that 
you don't actually need to blow anything up. 

A call to arms for the brain 

The Mass open your ears to this beauty, and they do it loud 
enough to make you declare a one-woman war on reality, like some 
commuter Joan of Arc with a working knowledge of chaos theory. 
For, despite the necro nomenclature ('Corpsewielder', The Bringer', 
etc), this Oakland four-piece make gloriously abstract music. From 
the first Escher-like noodle of This Is Your Final Dream', their second 
album is as much a call to arms for the brain as it is an enjoyable 
pummelling for the skull,. 

'RideOfTheJuns' marries the most metal imagery (7 unsheathed 
my sword and faced the beast head on" , declares Matt Waters, "I saw 
the hordes...") with restrained, scratchy shuffles of noise, culminating 
in a battle of solos with Waters' sax and Tom O'Donnell's guitar 
spiralling upwards in triple helixes, to clash with doom-laden clouds 
far above. Finale The Bringer' throws it all into the blender, Waters 
fanfaring defiantly over geometric tapestries of rhythm and riff. 

If this kind of concerto-like, attention-deficit music makes you cry 
'pretentious', then you are not one of the chosen, and I scorn you, 
but try to think of it like this: these changes are necessary; holistic. 
The diabolic triangulations of interval and rhythm feel natural, like 
Fibonacci spirals or tiger stripes. The sound is not quite metal: it's too 
sharply separated - more like jazz with iron claws. The drums don't 
thunder, they crack like falling pillars. The cataclysmic intent is veiled, 
but the destruction is necessary, inevitable and elegant. 



Jana Hunter 



Blank Unstaring Heirs Of Doom 
(Gnomonsong) 

When Devendra Banhart released a split 
LP with dirge-country crooner Jana Hunter 
earlier this year, it wasn't the first time 
he'd espoused our protagonist. Banhart 
previously featured Hunter on his ace Golden 
Apples Of The Sun compilation (which 
embraced Joanna Newsom, Six Organs and 
Antony amid its arresting array). Hunter's 
contribution, 'Farm, Ca.' - swathed in reedy 
double vocals, wavering strings and aching 
guitars-was a highlight of said anthology; 
and it remains a gratifying example of 
Hunter's scratchy, rough-hewn allure on this 
here bucolic cluster, which (and you might 
detect a pattern emerging), is released on 
Devendra's Gnomonsong imprint. 

If tracks such as funereal torch-song 'All 
The Best Wishes' and the haunting 'Untitled 
(Hanging Around)' evince Hunter's penchant 
for morbid lo-fi lullabies, then closer 'K' 
provides a welcome counterpoint, eschewing 
acoustic elegies for a plucky Casio carnival. 
Nicola Meighan 



I'm Being Good 



Family Snaps (Jonson Family) 

Great rock music is about surprises; and I'm 
Being Good's fourth outing is full of them. 
I'm not talking about guest appearances or 
unusual cover versions, but "Shit, did you 
hear that? " -style reactions to stuff that's 
genuinely out of sorts. Ascending from the 



unpredictable, noisy Trumans Water/Polvo 
school, this music keeps you on your toes, 
full of strange discords and unorthodox time 
signatures. There are furious noise bursts; 
guitar riffs slowed to surreally low speeds; 
a desperately sad-sounding duet; one song 
that sounds like a disturbed Phoenix. 

I wouldn't put Family Snaps on to soothe 
my grandmother over a game of Scrabble; 
but as far as exciting, inspiring rock music 
with a strong sense of mischief goes, I'm 
Being Good are being very good indeed. 
Robin Wilks 



LD & The New Criticism 



Tragic Realism (Darla) 

Art director of The Village Voice, LD Beghtol 
fancies himself as a 1 9th Century fop when 
he's not collaborating with Stephin Merritt, 
and has made an album of sardonic baroque 
country pop. Tragic Realism is a giddy 
cornucopia of strung out violins, murderous 
revenge fantasies, Joe Orton and Barbie 
references, turbulent pop hooks and 
sarcastic key changes. Sometimes, it bites. 
Sometimes, it amuses. Other times, it feels 
just a little too clever, too much of an East 
Village in-joke -there's no soul, just sharp 
snipes - but fuck it, how many times do 
you hear a band inspired in equal parts by 
The Mekons, Magnetic Fields, insomnia, 
zydeco and the Marquis de Sade? 

If Morrissey had ever had a sense of 
humour he might've sounded like this. . . 
Rachel Sweet 



Jeffrey & Jack Lewis 



City & Eastern Songs (Rough Trade) 

All those things that make the city your own: 
posters on station walls, graffiti stencils on 
lampposts, the greasy spoon down the high- 
street - Jeffrey Lewis notices these things. 
They're the landscape of his lyrics. His 
stream-of-consciousness poetry, droll and 
self-deprecating, represents the thought 
patterns of a thousand aspiring artists. 
He sings how, "Camus probably wished he 
was Milton too, "how "It's always weird to 
erase/Every personal trace/From a place you 
called home for a while ". 

So this is his first 'proper' studio album. 
Here, his brother shares centre-stage, and 
together they veer between the anti-folk fug 
of old, and positive punk jams of new. Where 
Jeffrey shyly murmurs of singing trees and 
trips to the aquarium, Jack jumps and yells 
and plays buoyant bass, like it's the most 
crucial activity on earth. 
Hannah Gregory 



Las Malas Amistades 



Jardin Interior (Pysch o Path) 

Las Malas Amistades started in 1 994 when 
some Colombian film and art students got 
together to play a few tunes: the result was 
2001 's Colossal Youth. Since then, those 
students have been spread all over the 
Americas, reuniting sporadically in Bogota to 
share experiences and record new music. The 
1 8 tracks of Jardin Interior are the result of 
the last meeting - happiness and melancholy 



combined in 35 minutes. 'PorTodos Lados' 
shows the group's most beautiful, folky side, 
with a female voice and suave guitar.The rest 
of the record is filled with bizarre electronic 
noises, guitar, and male voices. 
Ana Garcia 



Jens Lekman 



Oh You're So Silent Jens 
(Secretly Canadian) 

Following ABBA, The Cardigans, and Britney 
Spears' producers, Jens Lekman is another 
Swede able to forge perfect English- 
language pop better than his first-language 
counterparts. Mr Lekman's nationality 
permits him to get away with things a British 
artist would be deported for. It would take 
a UK indie act some nerve to sprinkle their 
songs with samples of Belle And Sebastian, 
Arab Strap and Blueboy without sporting 
a knowing expression, but Mr L has a strange 
kind of musical diplomatic immunity. A boy 
unashamedly steeped in a record collection 
that simply must include Mr Richman 
(sample song title: 'I Saw Her In The Anti War 
Demonstration'), his staggeringly lovely 
mature vocal style recalls The Magnetic 
Fields or Baby Bird, without the attendant 
archness. Heartbreaking perfection. 

This compilation of early EP tracks is the 
aural equivalent of a gentle massage from 
someone with the perfect indiepop-crush 
hairdo, after an afternoon shared in the 
bath. Take me! 
Dickon Edwards 
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Frost's muse is steeped in sepia splendour 




Edith Frost 

It's A Game (Drag City) 

When teenage tartan trolls Bay City Rollers released 
It's A Game in 1 977, little did they realise that, 
1 years later, vocalist and hirsute heartthrob Les 
McKeown would release a German dance triumph 
of the very same name. In a genre-bending 
commercial sideswipe, McKeown's successful 
Teutonic endeavour eclipsed his erstwhile outfit's 
same-titled long-player. 

Said fickle treachery was probably far from 
the premonitions of the Rollers back in '77. It's 
equally unlikely that they'd have foreseen a third 
album called It's A Game- Edith Frost's superior 
offering - coming into being three decades later. 

Texas-born Frost is a folk-infused blues 
chanteuse and descendent of the first Queen 



of Fiesta in San Antonio. She may not set 
adolescent knickers alight with bedwetting 
glam rock or bagpipe techno, but the elegant 
songsmith and rollerskating dervish can rest easy: 
comparisons to Patsy Cline, Cat Power, Barbara 
Manning abound, as do collaborations with Bill 
Callahan, Songs: Ohia and Jim O'Rourke. 

It's A Game is Frost's fourth studio album 
and her first commercial release in as many years 
(2004's freely downloadable Demos collection 
notwithstanding). It's an evocative, down-home, 
vintage affair that is set to permeate hearts and 
coffee parlours across the land. 

The album lazily kicks off with hazy Parisian 
promenade 'Emergency' - a placid croon whose 
languid jazz plume is at odds with the track's 
importunate title. It's a porchside, Southern-fried 



ode to a girl done wrong, as rejection and self- 
doubt are nuzzled by harmonies and soothed by 
burnished piano chimes. "You wanna spend your 
time with another woman, " she concedes. "/ don 't 
know why/You won't spend your time/With me. " 

Traditional both in style and content- intimate 
tales of heartbreak are charted by gentle jazz and 
country blues - Frost's muse is steeped in sepia 
splendour. From the auburn waltz of 'A Mirage' 
to the warm, bareback canticle 'If It Weren't For 
The Words', this is an intimate tribute to qualms 
of the heart. 

"I gotta be a man about it, " Edith asserts 
on 'What's The Use'; but, given the scale of her 
voice and her art, she must be dissuaded from such 
plans -especially if the 'man' in question is clad in 
plaid and warbling 'Shang-A-Lang'. 



Lichens 



The Psychic Nature Of Being (Kranky) 

You listen to Lichens, and then you listen to 
Excepter. And you realise: one understands 
beauty so fiercely that they can locate it in 
tiny shards of 'after' sounds and adore it so 
deeply that they want to freeze it, amplify it, 
and timestretch it so that it stops becoming 
sound and just becomes the noise your head 
makes. And you realise: and the other one 
is Lichens. 

This 'drone' project from 90 Day Man 
and sometime TV On The Radio, Robe Lowe, 
falls prey to many pitfalls experienced by 
the journeymen of the genre. Flat, in love 
with the acrid smell of its own Om, this is 
an exercise in colourless indulgence. For 
Terry Riley and La Monte Young, drone was 
all about creating a searing palette that 
stains the senses with abstract, unravelling 
colour. But this is murky, mossy. Listen to it 
too long and weeds will grow in your head. 
David McNamee 



John Lydon 



The Best Of British £1 Notes (Virgin) 

Mr Rotten's influence across the board 
is unassailable: there are all the bands his 
bands have inspired, and then there are all 
the bands inspired by those bands. Some will 
doubtlessly decry the mixing of The Sex 
Pistols with Public Image Ltd in this new 
compilation-cum-autobiography, but to be 
fair, this is the first compendium to include 
a bit of absolutely everything; a unique time 



capsule compiled by the No Future man 
himself. He lines up choice Pistols hits 
with early arty PiL, late pop PiL, Leftfield 
collaboration 'Open Up' and new solo 
work, and it all works surprisingly well. 
Like galleries putting classic paintings into 
themed exhibitions, the juxtapositions flatter 
the various eras, forcing fresh consideration 
all round. There was a moment in I'm A 
Celebrity. . .where Jennie Bond asked Mr 
Lydon, "So, what did happen to The Sex 
Pistols?" I do hope she gets this album. 
Dickon Edwards 



Made In Mexico 



Zodiac Zoo (Skin Graft) 

Oh man, this trips my trigger. Ex-Arab On 
Radar types from Providence, Rhode Island 
play a messy, freaked-out amalgam of 
deranged No Wave noise and post-Shellac 
violence: songs stop, start and then pummel 
off in another direction entirely, pigtailed 
singer Rebecca Mitchell screams and 
caresses like a blonde Lydia Lunch, guitars 
grate and goad and garrotte like a thousand 
Mars and Amon Duul II and Captain 
Beefheart fans all shoved into the same 
sweaty compressor together and left to 
fester. If that makes no sense it's only cos 
neither does the music - but man, it's sweet. 
The stripped-bare protest song 'Clockwork' 
recalls Numbers, 'Napalm Springs' is pure 
Anal Cunt nastiness, while 'A Cannibal Tale' 
jerks and judders in a spasm frenzy. Nice ! 
Jerry Thackray 



Men's Recovery Project 



The Very Best Of Men's Recovery 
Project (5 Rue Christine) 

Bondage masks, pinhead mutant drawings, 
unnatural beings clinging steadfastly to 
life. . .These were the benchmarks of Sam 
McPheeters' and Neil Burke's Nineties 
electro-terror experimental noise punk 
art fart Men's Recovery Project. 

Here are 40 tracks, culled from the 1 00 
or so they released throughout the Clinton 
era, created with a fearful, threatened eye 
on the status quo. The paranoia these tracks 
generate is as prescient as it is palpable, in 
a sense foretelling the world of shit we live in 
now, from fundamentalist terror ('Egyptian 
Assassin') to GMOs ('New Talking Sausage') 
to individuals as prurient threats ('Sexual 
Pervert'). That this distrust comes steeped in 
bleeps and bloops, gaseous synth discharge 
and lyrical absurdity makes it that much 
harder for those not seeking musical thrills 
to keep it all down, but fans of The Residents 
and Devo will understand. 
Doug Mosurock 



More Dogs 



Never Let Them Catch You Crying 
(Monitor) 

The three boys put down their guitars and 
bent, brows furrowed, over marimba and 
Hammond organ. They rummaged in the 
percussion box for woodblock, vibraslap 
and triangle, and each outdid the other with 
vaudeville suspense chords and fleamarket 



whimsy that they half-remembered from 
Danny Elfman scores, silent movie organists 
and The Beach Boys' 'Fall Breaks And Back 
To Winter'. It felt as if they'd snuck into the 
studio in the Christmas holidays and stayed 
there soundtracking afternoon movies and 
eating leftover cake until it was time to 
go back to school. They picked the guitars 
up for one song, but by then they sounded 
superfluous; only good for sound effects. 
Frances May Morgan 



Ennio Morncone 



Crime And Dissonance (Ipecac) 

Among the 500 or so scores composed by 
Ennio Morricone are some of the most 
whistled tunes in cinema history. But you 
won't find many of them here. 

Culled mainly from gialli (sensational, 
elaborately-plotted thrillers) of the late 
Sixties and early Seventies, these pieces are 
as wild and colourful as the films they 
accompanied. They encompass psychedelic 
pop, rock and jazz, through exotica, musique 
concrete and numerous deranged vocals 
- often in the same three-minute track. 
The films themselves are largely forgotten, 
though include early entries from genre 
favourites like Dario Argento and Lucio Fulci. 

Selected by Sun City Girl Alan Bishop, 
this dazzling, beautiful collection reminds 
us that even the most mainstream film 
audiences can be unwittingly exposed to 
wild and crazy avant-garde music. 
MarkPilkington 
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DJ Hell 

Monotonie Durch Automation 
(Gigolo) 

So I'm in the front of the cab Sam's 
in the back and he's become sub- 
human. He is frothing at the mouth 
like a dog. He is slipping down off 
the seats. His lower lip protrudes out 
and his eyes look likely to fall forward 



want to introduce that note of 
physicality into our relationship 
that's not what we're about we're 
not the kind of fag and girl who kiss 
our connection is intellectual. I pray 
to god the taxi driver does not notice 
the shitty smell and I listen to Sam 
who is ricocheting off the insides of 
his own head because he has eaten 



It's normal. Quite normal." I search 
for something that will drag him back 
to reality. Something that matters 
to him. Something to connect him to 
the real world. "Sam. Who invented 
electroclash? Really? I mean, apart 
from that l-F track. Was it Larry Tee? 
Or was it DJ Hell?" Something stirs in 
Sam's brain and he lifts up his eyelids. 



Sam has eaten so many mushrooms 

that he now thinks he is dead 



out of their sockets and plink onto 
the floor. Thank god he's got his 
regulation hipster square black- 
framed specs on. Sam has pissed 
himself and there is an acrid smell 
in the back of the cab like maybe he's 
pooed himself too and this is going 
to be a problem because Sam is gay 
and I don't want to have to take 
Sam's clothes off and clean him up 
not because he's a fag and I'm a 
homophobe but because I don't 



so many mushrooms that he thinks 
he is dead. "Quite normal. Quite 
normal." That's what he was saying 
to reassure himself everything was 
OK before it became not OK and 
now it's a gibbering refrain. The cab 
driver turns up the stereo and the 
beats enter somewhere into Sam's 
mangled brain. Sam starts to turn his 
'Quite normal' refrain into a rap to 
match the beats coming from the 
stereo. "Quite normal. It's good. 



"DJ... Hell... did... International... DJ 
. . .Gigolo. . . Records. . .for years. . . .first 
of all... it was him... quite normal..." 
And then the rap comes back. "It's 
good . . . it's electroclash ! ! ! ! It's 
normal . . . it's electroclash ! ! ! " 
Basically what I'm trying to say is, 
DJ Hell is important enough to 
penetrate even the most mushroom- 
addled mind, and on the strength 
of that alone, you need this 'Best Of 
in your collection. 



Neon Blonde 



Chandeliers In The Savannah (Dim Mak) 

It doesn't come anywhere close to The 7/8 
Wonders Of The Worldby Miracle Chosuke, 
Dim Mak's nine-songs-in-1 3:35 minutes 
pump action painting pop masterpiece. 
But Neon Blonde are made out of similarly 
skinny stuff: rhythms are sharp and wiry, 
ideas are splattered everywhere and 
a million melodies dart around tumbling 
blocks of programmed noise like neon tetras. 

Quite audibly a Blood Brothers spin-off, 
Johnny Whitney and Mark Gajadhar have 
made in Chandeliers In The Savannah a Hew 
Noise that, unlike their parent outfit, hasn't 
already hardened into the set of cliches and 
affectations they originally set out to strip 



clean. Super colourful, weirdly pop, vocalist 
Whitney joyously rips out the wires in pop 
just so he can get mucky in the electric: 
"Princess Skull face, we're in love. Your 
perfume smells like bulldozed homes. When 
we kiss you sweat napalm. Your body's 
a flaming jungle. " 

Electrocuted lullabies for electrocuted 
youth. 
David McNamee 



The Open Mouths 



Enter. . .The Open Mouths 
(Brainlove) 

There are two different kinds of homo. Your 
electro homo. And your indie homo. Indie 
homos are these boy quasi-virgins who you 



suspect don't get very much sex and who are 
all in love with Patrick Wolf. Electro homos 
get ridiculous amounts of sex which they find 
on Gaydar and Hampstead Heath. They like 
having people spit into their mouths and 
even if sometimes things are a bit weird, 
like a man makes them wear a gas mask 
full of poppers while he fucks them and they 
do not like it and think they are going to die, 
afterwards they just ignore it and carry on 
going on Gaydar and meeting other mouth- 
spitters and pee-drinkers, because it is fun, 
and fun is the most important. 

Now, what The Open Mouths have 
done is, they have imported an electro homo 
Gaydar sensibility into an indie musical 
context. So the album sleeve has a pretty 



picture of rimming on it but inside is all 
guitars. But on top of the guitars is all singing 
of the faggiest kind: a boy pissed off because 
he wasn't abused as a kid and had a boringly 
happy childhood; wishing his grandma 
would die so he can get his inheritance; 
odes to SM and gay bathhouses; a track 
called 'Sadistic Top' all about Gaydar. 
It's as though all the sleaze that imbued 
electro over the last few years has gone 
looking for a new host, and it's kind of fun. 

Indie boys? Watch your backs. 
Miss AMP 



Rachel APP 



Fire In My Head (Cats Rock The Boat) 

She sounds French. (She is.) Her songs are 
stripped down -just a dirty fuzz of guitar 
and rudimentary beat for company - raw. 
"I despise you, "she sneers over a wash 
of messy keyboards, "I pity you/Brainless 
fuckhead/You brute dickhead. " Lyrics are 
turned inward, frighteninglyso-you hope 
these songs of abuse and rape aren't 
autobiographical, but fear they must be - 
and sung with near-dead emotion. If you're 
seeking parallels on this brutal debut album, 
look no further than Rachel APP's obsessions 
-Team Dresch, Hole, Bikini Kill. But most 
of all, Rachel recalls ace minimalist shouty 
mid-Eighties English band, The Petticoats. 

"Sometimes/I wish I was a normal, " Stef 
Petticoat sang. Bet Rachel must sympathise. 
Everett True 



Angie Reed 



XYZ Frequency (Chicks On Speed) 

The Chicks On Speed recording artiste (who 
released her first record under the mantle 
of secretary-in-revolt Barbara Brockhaus) 
returns with a composite album/animation 
project that fuses her electro-minimalism 
with multi-instrumental textures and 
ambient swatches, the incidental FX of 
home-made B-movies. Sold as an imagined 
journey through time via various characters' 
minds, the tangential open-endedness gives 
our hyper-affected chanteuse license to play 
dress up on a cosmic scale, running on 
dream logic and musically-accessorised 
idiosyncrasies. Consequently, the backstory 
- so determinedly out there and apparently 
randomised - soon writhes free like sense 
at the onset of sleep. But there's enough 
invention here to not mourn the loss. It's 
a slalom pop PoMo fantasy, and when not 
sidestepping into diversion, the beats can 
be pretty brutal. When the same accelerate, 
the madness may even infect suitably self- 
conscious and ostentatiously open-minded 
dance floors. Do you know the way to the 
Nu-Berlin cabaret? 
kicking_k 



Residual Echoes 



Phoenician Flu And Ancient Echoes 
(Holy Mountain) 

Occupying similar headspace to the tripped- 
out skronk of Comets On Fire, Residual 
Echoes are a collective from California who 
concoct a glorious noise from Jurassic riffs, 
ambient drone and feedback. Only, where 
Comets focus that jumble into something 
vaguely sensical, Echoes let their various 
tentacles flail malevolently in the wind. 
They leave the ends loose, so waves of 
apocalyptic feedback give way to brooding 
acoustic vignettes, which give way to stodgy 
explosions of hairy grot-rock (with the 
basslines melting into oily squelch at the 
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point of impact, with the vocals mutated 
into ghostly wails and screams, and the 
guitars twisting into flashes of black 
lightning). The closing 'Blue Eyes' pulls 
it all together, a primordial epic dusted with 
Mogwai spooks morphing from ethereal 
vibraphone menace to ground-quaking 
monolithic grandeur, like DNA crawling 
from the ooze. 
Stevie Chick 



Robyn (Konichiwa) 

So all across Sweden's coastline, the bays 
are filled with pop-songs. They sit in the 
ports like icebergs, vast and shining, reeled 
in by tugboats and a young woman's fierce 
stare. Robyn released a decrepit pop album 
in the mid-Nineties and then she retired to 
one of these ports: retired and started 
collecting songs. 

Each time she fell in love, each time she 
had her heart broken, Robyn harpooned an 
iceberg, dragged it to shore, boiled it down 
with electro squiggles and old Viking strings. 
She hollabacks through 'Konichiwa Bitches', 
glum-strums through 'Bum Like You', s 
links through the sizzle of 'Who's That 
Girl?' 'Be Mine' turns resignation to 
triumph; a rain-soaked realisation becoming 
a thing of joy. The album's consistency 
is exhilarating - it's a string of hits round a 
cute girl's wrist, a parade of glaciers to crush 
Paul McCartney and the Sugababes to dust. 
Sean Michaels 



Secret Mommy 



Very Rec (Ache) 

Submerged behind this mishmash of cut-up 
laptop electronica and skittering glitch are 
the found sounds of public places in Secret 
Mommy's native Vancouver: a hit tennis 
ball, an arm curving an arc through water, 
martial arts demonstrations, children's 
day care centres, Jack Duckworth doing 
50 push-ups. (Hence the song titles: 'Tennis 
Court', the mischievous 'Ice Rink', sensory 
overload of 'Daycare'.) 

The result isn't a million miles away from 
Kid 606's earlier forays, or even eccentric 
deconstructionist of children's records, 
Mike Langlie - it's charming, confusing and 
very alive. 
Graham Wiveney 



Rasha Shaheen 



Hatshepsut (www.58records.co.uk) 

Rasha Shaheen, former bassist with feline, 
skittering, all-female band Mooz, has been 
busy. Three different records in the post to 
me -to delighted me, always ready for 
some post-Pop Group pop or salacious jazz- 
tinged Slits-influenced mellifluousness. 

Her solo album pirouettes and writhes 
gracefully, acoustic and very feminine, all 
delicious downward gothic spirals and trilled 
vocals. Her side project with Big Joan singer 
Annette Berlin, Male (www.m-a-l-e.co.uk) 
clatters and cracks and hits the off-beat with 
excellent timing, songs wavering and 
wandering like Mooz themselves - or Delta 
5, or one of those ancient scriptures. Nice. 

And best of all are Bristol supergroup 
The Liftmen (www.liftmen.co.uk) whose 
'Meat-Raffle' single (Disco Ordination) is 
slinky and sinuous and full of prime Glaxo 
Babies/Transmitters 1980 rhythms. 

Encourage her, for Rasha Shaheen's 
a rare talent. 
Everett True 



where it's at 
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Mainstream hip hop is the most 
successful music in the world today, 
for a reason - its ability to respond to 
the conditions of its production (as 
opposed to a womb-like retreat to 
supposed self-exploration). There is 
no other genre in which artists create 
a richer dialogue with their place of 
origin, their peers, their critics, their 
culture. And, when it comes to 
exploring multimedia in a culture 
jammed on FFWD, it's mainstream 
hip hop that's leading the way. 

Take Rize- David LaChapelle's 
good-looking documentary on 
'krumping' - a hyperactive, ultra- 
violent (non-contact) street dance 
style invented to reroute righteous 
anger in the wake of the Rodney 
King dogpile ("The footage in this 
film has not been sped up in any 
way," reads the legend before the 
action gets underway). Much of the 
soundtrack is provided by Flii Stylz on 
a rebooted electro tip; synth tones 
sing like neon, as concrete beats 
anchor the dancers. And, although 
they're now in demand from Missy 
Elliott thru Madonna and MTV, this 
is your chance to experience it in 
context - and see its self-made stars 
dance out of South Central. 

With his mother murdered in a 
drug deal, the resultant hustling and 
inevitable prison time, and a first 
attempt at fame aborted when 
a would-be assassin spat nine 
bullets into him; 50 Cent's path 
to infamy has been thoroughly 
chewed up by the mass media. 
He is the realest of the dealers, in a 
genre where authenticity is key. But 
now, hitting the silver screen with 
a Terence Winter (The Sopranos)- 



penned biopic and accompanying 
soundtrack Get Rich Or Die Tryin', he 
writes in character for the first time - 
between the shooting of scenes 
(and scenes of shooting, natch). 

Musically, the constants remain: 
slurred funk swirls round block-sized 
beats, and sing-song mumbles mask 



option. A first-person shooter in the 
mould of Doom, ultraviolent and 
spectacularly sadistic: Amerikkka's 
worst nightmare is now not only 
commodified, it's interactive (and 
even incentivised, in the finest 
capitalist tradition - picking the 
pockets of your victims unlocks 1 70 



Amerikkka's worst nightmare 

is now not only commodified, 
it's interactive 



killer hooks - more surprisingly, 
the distancing effect of fiction has 
actually led to his most intimate and 
heartfelt record yet. It allows him 
to painstakingly unearth the side 
of himself that he had to bury 
beneath a posture of invulnerability, 
bulking up the Fiddy persona and 
maybe bringing us into the presence 
of Curtis Jackson for the first time 
(albeit through an alter ego). 

But it's never that simple in hip 
hop, where identity is a functional 
construct, relentlessly explored, 
tested and transformed. So, 
Bulletproof- 50 Cent's hyped new 
videogame -sees him immortalised 
in sinewy pixels and the fighting skills 
of a snuff movie killer, giving players 
a chance to get inside his skin and 
engage with the ghetto, like it was 
a theme park o'death. 

As far back as Home Invasion, OG 
Ice-T recognised the bulk of hip hop 
sales are to white suburban kids 
- "Everyone get back, this is a rap 
jack/ I'm takiri your kids' brains, you 
ain't gettin 'em back. . . ", and this 
game completes that cultural co- 



G-Unit tracks and videos, including 
unreleased remixes and releases). 

A sentimental aside: Put your 
lighters up for Lil Kim, whose Naked 
Truth was put out a week after she 
went down, and who becomes the 
first female MC to max out The 
Source. Her five mics might not get 
her time off for good behaviour, but 
since when has that been what you 
want from the Black Widow? 

Finally, if you have thus far 
managed to avoid the most 
audacious release of 2005, your 
ignorance should be snatched away 
when the DVD of Trapped In The 
Closet Parts 1-12 drops. R Kelly's 
soap operatic r'n'b opus is a well- 
wrought carousel of scenelets 
entangling him - and us - in the sexy 
misadventures of a cast of characters 
chasing their desires. There are 
Beretta hissy-fits, sex wars, on-the- 
down-low action, speeding cars, and 
a man breaking into his own house. 
Every episode comes with a built-in 
cliffhanger, inching ever closer to a 
lavishly orchestrated cardiac event as 
the tempo rises to the last line. 
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the last laugh 
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The best fucking rock'n'roll band 
in the world, ever. Full stop 



Laughing Clowns 

Cruel, But Fair (Hot) 

Right from the first note I was dancing. 

I wasn't aware then of The Saints' incredible legacy: 1977's alienated punk 
masterpiece (I'm) Stranded- a record full of snarling, bratty vocals and guitars that 
torched a generation, recorded and mixed in under two days; 1 978's matchless 
Eternally Yours and Prehistoric Sounds -a slew of refrains and oblique religious 
chants to die for, plus horns and loud guitars so successfully fused, it makes one 
wonder at the lack of vision of every rock band since. Sure, I knew about the 
singles, massive churning riffs filled with the claustrophobia and empty freeways 
of the snotty Australian band's hometown of Brisbane. But Ed Kuepper - never 
the most easygoing of individuals - grew unhappy ploughing the same groove, 
however inspirational. So he split from songwriting partner Chris Bailey and, 
inspired by jazz saxophonist Archie Shepp and the sparse, drum-led acoustics 
on the 1 957 Tony Bennett album The Beat Of My Heart, created the best fucking 
rock'n'roll band in the world, ever. Full stop. 

" I think The Saints' first album is one of the most singular and focused rock 
albums ever," Kuepper writes in the sleeve notes to this, the first complete 
collection of Laughing Clowns' songs, three CDs brimming over with harmony, 
squalling saxophones, tribal dance beats and horn-fuelled dementia. " It seemed 
so complete that I didn't see much point in doing it again." 

Home-town audiences rioted when Laughing Clowns debuted in 1 979. 
Punk crowds weren't expecting such visionary atonal dissonance, such joyous 
stampedes across the face of protean guitar rock. Flanked by a tempestuous sax 
player (Bob Farrell), trumpeter and pianist, dressed casually in open-neck shirts and 
suits, it must've seemed like heresy to old Saints fans. Mainstay drummer Jeffrey 
Wegener became adept at hurling his drumsticks at hecklers. And yet those early 
recordings - debut single 'Holy Joe'; the raucous, animated 1 Want To Scream'; 
the wonderfully misanthropic 'Sometimes (I Can't Live With Anyone)' - are so 
incendiary in every respect, so alive and full of punk fire that even now, 27 years 
after they were recorded, they burst from the stereo in vivid shards of emotion. 

Laughing Clowns began travelling to England regularly-and became a central 
part of the mini 'Australian invasion' of the early Eighties, alongside The Birthday 
Party and The Go-Betweens. Music critics, confused by the presence of a horn 
section in such a volatile rock band, began tagging the Clowns as 'jazz-punk', 
casting them erroneously as peers of improvisational acolytes such as Rip Rig 
And Panic and Maximum Joy. But instrumental breaks in songs such as 1 981 's 
tantalisingly taut pair In Front Of Your Eyes' and 'When What You See' were 
meticulously worked out to the last honk - it might've sounded improvised, 
but this was as structured as the most purposeful of Status Quo hooks. 

There isn't space here to discuss the five astonishingly diverse albums and 
numerous singles Laughing Clowns recorded between 1 979 and 1 984 (in three 
different incarnations), before Kuepper, dissatisfied as ever, split the band for 
a second and final time to embark on a stunningly prolific and consistent solo 
career. But trust me: this is God's own music, swinging high up in heaven with her 
dancing shoes on, furiously humming along to 1 984's swansong single 'Eternally 
Yours'; beating the clouds in helpless abandon to the pirouetting drum break on 
'Theme From "Mad Flies, Mad Flies'". 

This is the greatest dance music ever created. Full stop. 



Micah Blue Smaldone 



Hither And Thither (North East Indie) 

I dreamed we were standing on the shores 
of Desolation Island. I started to speak, but 
Micah turned and ran into the Weeping 
Forest. For hours I searched after him, 
but to no avail. Soon darkness fell, and 
I heard the strains of a 1 2-string guitar. 
As I stumbled towards it, adders slithered 
around my feet and the air was filled with 
the intoxicating scent of flowers. 

I had all but given up hope when 
I chanced upon a cave, filled with silvery 
light. Inside, on an egg-shaped rock, sat 
Micah. The notes from his mouth and his 
guitar bounced and skittered like mercury 
across the cave floor, and filled me with a 
longing for things I had never seen; for corn 
fields, crop-dusters and the vast, dusty blues 
of a Midwestern prairie. 
Daniel Trilling 



Spank Rock 



Voila! (Money Studies) 

In some downtime between coining their 
favela-levelling nu-bass 12-inch 'Put The 
Pussy On Me' and preparing their debut 
album, Spank Rock- Naeem Juwan, Chris 
Rockswell and XXXchange, Baltimorean 



purveyors of brash rap and polymorphous 
digi-pulse spasm - compiled this dusted 
mixtape (on grody equipment, natch), 
blasting the history of recorded pop into 
smithereens for the aforementioned suspects 
to swoop in, vulture-style, and steal the best 
shards, rearranging it, magpie-style, so all 
the sparkly bits peek out of a rhythm track 
that skitters like a drunken barfly ballerina 
from clit-clit-clit post-punk chatter, to the 
x-rated gyrations of a Southern dance floor, 
to the metallic bustle of Led Zep's 'Immigrant 
Song', inna Hollatronix stylee. 

What can I say? Spank Rock got mile 
upon mile of style. 
Stevie Chick 



Check The Water (Leaf) 

This, my friends is worthy of yr hard-earned 
coin. A 1 0-year celebration of all things Leaf, 
Check The l/l/aferstraddles and muddles 
electronica, hip hop, classical, drum'n'bass, 
jazz and all manner of acoustic larks. 

Opening, aptly, with Leaf's first release 
(Boymerang's swooning sonic balm 'The 
Don'), this magic double album charts a 
stellar assemblage of sparkling progeny 
including Susumu Yokota, Triosk, Rob Ellis, 



A Hack And A Hacksaw. Colleen's star-drop 
aria 'Babies' is in there, as is the clattering 
monkey funk of Caribou (then Manitoba) 
and FourTet's harmonium-throttled 'Field'. 

Although it's largely instrumental, 
the exceptions are choice: see Boom 
Bip and Doseone's crackling, churning 
'The Birdcatcher's Return'; Efterklang's 
epic pulse lullaby 'Step Aside'; and the 
maniacal freeform rock of rabid Chicago 
scamps Volcano, who - as Leaf's most 
recent signings - portend a fertile stretch 
to come. 
Nicola Meighan 



Fabric24: Rob Da Bank 
Fabric25: Carl Craig 
FabricLive24: Diplo (Fabric) 

First up is Rob Da Bank's wilfully tangential 
Fabric24, a whirlwind tour of cross- 
dancefloor anthems. Blissful microhouse 
from Michael Mayer and Nathan Fake 
nestles snugly alongside Plastikman's 
broken beats, and there's even room for 
The Fiery Furnaces' 'Single Again'. It's very 
obviously the work of someone whose forte 
is broadcasting rather than dancefloor 
DJ-ing, but this makes it no less enjoyable. 



By contrast, Carl Craig's Fabric25\s 
rooted firmly in Detroit techno. So firmly 
has dance culture shifted to Europe 
that its genesis in US gay clubs is easily 
forgotten, but this relentlessly pumping 
mix is a brash enough reminder. It's hands- 
in-the-air stuff all the way: big gay disco 
strings, piano that sounds like it's being 
played by hips rather than fingers and 
Barbara Tucker's classic, belting house- 
diva vocals. 

Diplo's FabricLive24 is very possibly 
the cream of the crop, though. It's eclectic 
enough to feature both Killer Mike and Cat 
Power, but this eclecticism is the result of 
a lifetime steeped in pop culture, rather than 
any kind of gimmick. 

Highlights? Dancehall toasting 
courtesy of Ms Thing, Jammer's 'Destruction 
VIP' sounding more riotous than ever 
sandwiched between MIA and The 
Cure, Debbie Deb's ultimate dancefloor 
philosophy in 'When I Hear Music', dirty 
dancing Ludacris and Shawnna proclaiming 
they wanna li-li-lick you from your head to 
your toes, wild Rio funk from Gaiola Dos 
Popozudas and Cat Power's 'Free' banged 
up with a 4/4 beat. 
Alex Macpherson 
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Various 

Lightnin' To The Nations: NWOBHM -25th Anniversary Collection (Castle) 

In the past few years, we have been told by a lot of clever people that the early 
Eighties was the most incredibly exciting time in music. But let's see where they 
were looking: to London's hipper suburbs and inner sanctums, to the right 
neighbourhoods in the right cities, to arty experiment and eclectic doodad. What 
about the sound that was really rattling suburban windows? What about Maiden, 
Priest, Venom, Motorhead, Saxon, Magnum, Diamond Head? A quick 
stroll round the park with that samurai sword you made in Woodwork/CDT; 1 JPS 
bought with your last 75p; playing C64 games; collecting Fangoria and A History 
Of Gruesome Warfare ; reading Sven Hassel and 2000 AD; and listening to 
NWOBHM non-stop? When the big boys of the Seventies (Sabs, Zep) had died 
like the diplodoci they'd become, when punk had run out of chords, and when 
post-punk lost us in a welter of smart-arsedness, NWOBHM spoke to us of 
virgins and death, wank-fantasy and impossible dreams, tied to music that 
seemed fiendishly difficult to play but spoke directly to your simple urges: 
to bang your head and to play loud music to smellies like you. 

This was the soundtrack to 
a forgotten geek generation 

So this music, for me and my little mates, was the soundtrack to 
that time, way more than yer This Heats and Gang Of Fours. This superb 
three-CD collection exhaustively reminds me of those cheap Metal 
Muthas comps you could pick up for a couple o'quid and also reminds 
me of loads of things I don't think I could share with anyone but the 
people I shared them with initially. They're all dead/disappeared now. 
But the wardrobe door that this music was, the fantastical landscape 
it opened up onto, remains as touching and poignant as ever. 

Gratifyingly focused way more on the obscure bands than the big 
names (there's no Priest, Maiden, Motorhead or Def Leppard here), 
the joys of this comp are many, but I'd direct you towards Diamond 
Head, Saxon, Blitzkrieg and Girlschool, because you've heard of them; 
Raven, Cloven Hoof and Warfare because you ain't; and make sure 
you read Dave Ling's triff icly spod-tastic sleevenotes while you jack 
the volume high and feel the wind in your greasy locks. And if you 
crack a smirk during, say, Holocaust's 'Heavy Metal Mania' or 
Atomkraft's splendid 'Future Warriors', that's fine, but this was the 
soundtrack for a forgotten geek generation who, apart from going 
on to run computer games manufacture for the next decade, have been 
pretty much forgotten in any history of UK pop culture in the Eighties. 
So we expected, of course. Ignored; an embarrassment to parents and peers, 
outcasts, always and forever. Long may we fester. 



school of rock 
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GRLZ: Women Ahead Of Their Time 
(Crippled Dick Hot Wax!) 

There are two kinds of scary woman in horror 
film: the fem-bot and the girl-monster. The 
first seduces with submissiveness and kills 
with rational calculation; the second lurks in 
the dark recesses of hysteria and attacks with 
oozing bodily fluids. In the fem-bot corner 
we have the mutant disco of Dorothy's 
misleadingly titled 'Softness' and the icy rage 
of Delta 5's 'Mind Your Own Business'. The 
embodiment of the girl monster is the dirt- 
covered, half-naked, half-crazed reggae of 
The Slits and the tribal drum beats of Ludus. 
But there is enough here of interest that 
transcends these stereotypes altogether, and 
one can't help feeling that rather than being 
ghettoised, these grlz should immediately 
replace Gang Of Four as rip-off favourites 
dujourand rid us all of identikit indie boy 
bands in military coats at once. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Live At Purr (Purr) 

This sounds so fun. Eight of Britain's finest 
unknown bands recorded (and filmed) over 
the course of two nights at Bath Moles Club. 
Plenty of screaming, plenty of bashing of 
worthy targets, plenty of booze and . . .whoa ! 
Isthatwhat Brighton's Manic Cough sound 
like now? 'Lips And Hips' is similar to prime 
Bratmobile or Zu-Zu's Petals. Elsewhere, 
there's excellent confusion like a teen riot 



version of Live At CBGBs, minus the tiresome 
cock rock strutting. The Fog Band grind and 
pout, Tiger Force rush through spurts of post- 
teen insurrection like a 2005 Bis, Park Attack 
do that whole wholesome Mekons riff thing, 
Comanechi blisterWke The Kills on total sleep 
deprivation, and... whoa! Wet Dog rule: 
righteous girl-girl harmonics and the 
occasional twang of guitar. Loving it. 
Everett True 



Roadrunner United: The All-Star 
Sessions (Roadrunner) 

You take a whole bunch of cutting edge 
metal musos (57, to be exact), appoint four 
team leaders - Joey Jordison (Slipknot), 
Dino Cazares (ex-Fear Factory), Robert 
Flynn (Machine Head) and Matthew Heafy 
(Trivium) - and get everyone in the studio 
for 1 8 tracks of heavyweight alchemy. 
Highlights include Peter Steele in full-on 
doomed mode on 'Enemy Of The State', King 
Diamond howling from the grave on 'In The 
Fire' and the tag-team of Mikael Akerfeldt 
(Opeth) plus Josh Silver (Type Negative) 
on the downbeat, cello-driven 'Roads'. 
Essi Berelian 



Marco Bailey: Positive Disorder 

(MB Electronics) 

Slam: Nightdrive (Resist) 

The drive to minimise seems to be infecting 
all who aspire to produce or play out 



anything to do with leftfield house and 
techno. Now even Glasweigan tech-house 
supremos Slam have thrown an impressive 
micro curveball. Nightdrive works because 
of its attention to detail, CD1 fusing white- 
hot lushlife courtesy of Mathew Jonson and 
Nathan Fake, before culminating in Black 
Strobe's 'Nazi Trance Fuck Off! '. CD2 digs 
slightly deeper: Steve Angelo's remix of 
'Geht's Noch?' gives Roman Flugel's anthem 
an epic piquancy. Meanwhile, across the 
channel, Belgian party monster Marco Bailey 
deftly switches between driving animalist 
fervour (Ellen Allien's 'Magma' sucked into 
a psychotic realm, Hiroaki Lizuka's painfully 
immersive 'Radiant') and elegant skitter- 
stepped tribal disco stretched over two 
hours of bug-eyed warehouse noise. 

All music that's infinitely difficult to write 
about, but poundingly obvious in its need to 
be explored. Connect the dots. 
Chris Ballard 



MMV (Sanctuary) 

I'm as straight as a die, me, but I have to 
admit that Venom give me a total boner. 
There's just something about this group 
(and this four-CD box set, which comes 
with a FREE POSTER!) that arouses the gay 
headbanger in me. Could it be the studded 
leather and split-thighed machismo? 
The rough-and-ready ferocity with which 
Cronos, Mantas and Abaddon attack their 
instruments? Or the aroma of surreptitious 



handjobbing behind shitty Eighties rock clubs 
(because you can't always rely on a herpes- 
infected groupie to do the honours) that 
permeates their ridiculously rude racket? 
I don't know, it's kind of confusing for me 
to think about, and I don't want to end up 
the kind of conflicted individual who hangs 
around in graveyards looking for some young 
buck to bum and then beat to death. That 
wouldn't be very metal at all. Or would it? 
Hmm. Like I said, it's all very confusing. 
Joe Stannard 



Wooden Wand & The 
Vanishing Voice 



Buck Dharma (5RC) 

Deep in the forest there's a ritual going on. 
A blue fog descends. The invocation for the 
lonely sinners begins and the wooden hills 
are turning over in their own echoes. Here 
comes the old, dead god on his ancient 
strings, proclaiming: "Risen from the ashes, 
from the dust, from the earth ! Good news 
is coming! I am born anew!" but we can 
see he's just a cosmic joker, the bumbling 
shopkeeper in infinity, busy with an eternity 
of the quotidian. And now the electricity is 
leaking. It's an old energy, old as the devil. 
Snakes are rattling and the drums are 
tumbling into an electrical abyss, cymbals 
flailing. The acolytes begin the dance of 
the truth in their souls while the priestess 
officiates at her own distorted funeral, 
and all that is left is the vanishing voice. 
Daniel Spicer 
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Hangable Auto Bulb (Warp) 

I wish Hangable Auto Bulb was in my version 
of 1995. 

I can remember a French family friend using 
fluorescent compilation tapes to try and get me 
excited about techno that summer. He stepped 
on my Beatles records; I avoided anything to do 
with dance music for many years, which is a shame: 
it would have been good to hear this sooner, 
sometime within its original context as a precursor 
to Richard D James' more famous recordings. 
It would have been nice to partake in the 
excitement, although it still feels somewhat 
palpable (and not just because of the amount 
of internet cash handed over in the album's 
anagrammed 'analogue bubblebath' name). 



Everything gets interrupted, always 



Onto another historical document: the 
Routemaster buses are being phased out; now, 
they are almost gone. Theirs was a system that 
worked well. The seating arrangement of these 
London status symbols underpins their sociological 
success. We all sit comfortably, with a good view 
of our journey. So, so close together, in a manner 
that would seem unacceptable elsewhere. We 
howl and creak with the vehicle, and participate 
in each other's conversations in ways spoken 
and unspoken. 

HAB soundtracks the last days of the 38 
bus route well. It allows a less dehumanising 
detachment from activities, if only for the reason 
that it embodies them. Seemingly arbitrary 



connections are solidified, abstracts making more 
sense than they should. 

Monolithic architectural slabs are concocted, 
then skimmed over, zipped up and replaced with 
rambling and organic, static fields. Rippling over 
the superlandscapes formed, pockets stretch and 
agitate themselves. Fragments of conversation 
twitch and intersperse themselves; scratchy 
children's voices and mashed potatoes. 

Everything gets interrupted, always. More 
importantly, it's fun. It is comforting, yet not 
bathed in nostalgia; shared because it has become 
alphabetised over time. These sounds are in 
our heads, these processes embedded. They still 
sound good. 



Deftones 



B-Sides And Rarities (Maverick) 



Sliver: The Best Of The Box (Geffen) 

I didn't think I was old enough to feel 
nostalgic for being a teenager, but someone 
up there evidently does. 

Deftones were always the band for 
nu-metal teenz who secretly yearned for 
something sexier than Limp Bizkit's dull 
crotch-grabbing. B-Sides And Rarities 
explores the band's tendency to get all starry 
eyed and oceanic, via crooned covers of Sade 
and Lynyrd Skynyrd, as well as reverb-laden 
acoustic versions of the band's own songs. 
At times, it's beautiful, and suggests that 
the band were a lot more subversive than 
anyone gave them credit for. 

Poor old Nirvana. First you had the 
attempt -with Journals -to re-cast Kurt 
Cobain as a literary genius (which he wasn't). 
Then, the box set, built on the promise of 
lost' Nirvana gems (which don't exist). 
Now, Sliver..., a Christmas present for those 
who don't realise that the point of shitty 
home-recorded demos is to make your own. 



There's nothing here a Nirvana fan won't 
have already found on the Outcesticide 
bootlegs, bar some utterly dispensable 
'boom box demos' of the band's hits. 

Unfortunately, Sliver. . .does its level 
best to add weight to the Alan Partridge 
joke that Kurt killed himself because Nirvana 
weren't any good. 
Daniel Trilling 



Mount Eerie 



No Flashlight (Art School Dropout) 

Phil Elverum has always sounded like a man 
alone on an island somewhere, staring into 
the clouds and trying to understand. As The 
Microphones and now Mount Eerie, he's 
struggled with big questions: Am I separate 
from the world? Is the world good? Is my 
music true? What is death? In the past, 
Elverum traced the outlines of these riddles 
without addressing them directly- with 
story, with sing-alongs, with buzzes of sound 
and booms of drum. It was a modest 
wisdom, a wisdom of feathers, fur, and 
gentle discovery. No Flashlightbeq'ms 
with 'I Know No One' - a haze of organ, 



a grumble of thunder, earthy footsteps. 
"I try to explain repeatedly/In complicated 
song/But tonight we 'II find out. " And yes, 
this is what we get. Instead of the oblique, 
this album offers the explicit; instead 
of bizarre chorales, there's an upfront 
discussion of themes. Stripped of mystery, 
Elverum's insights feel like amateur homilies: 
aphorisms that don't actually mean 
anything. While the mossy production will 
please some, I am bored by the repetition 
of these few superficial fables. Give me 
the meat of his prior works, the adventure 
in them, the answers that didn't leave 
me hungry. 
Sean Michaels 



The Nightingales 



In The Good Old Country Way 
(Caroline True) 

You don't know who The Nightingales are. 

Where to begin? The riffs, the way 
Nightingales songs would hurtle along at 
breakneck pace, Brummie singer Robert 
Lloyd spitting out more twisted crafty truths 
in half a verse than most singers manage in 



a benighted lifetime, before tumbling off 
in an entirely different direction altogether. 
The riffs, the way Nightingales exhibited 
such oven-ready wit, fit to be frayed, 
blistering and exhorting and championing 
at the bit, ready for one more forgotten 
target to lacerate. "In Birmingham, "went 
one memorable song, "They plant thinner 
trees/So muggers can 't hide behind them. " 

Critics and John Peel loved them. 
So did I. Their first two albums Pigs And 
Purpose and Hysterics helped propagate an 
entire genre: deadpan Lloyd acolytes in Yeah 
Yeah Noh, The Membranes and Bogshed 
lambasting the bullies and ridiculing the 
pompous while running rampantwith 
guitars. Fuck, dude! The Nightingales 
invented the shamblers (the forgotten 
sub-breed of 1 986 who should 'have 
populated the C86 NME cassette)! And you 
can hear traces today in the deconstructionist 
sneer of Art Brut and Sarandon. 

This 1 986 album came about just after 
two core members left, replaced with a 
female violinist who created a fresh country 
spring in The Nightingales' cumbersome 
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step. It's brilliant- lithe and clumsily 
graceful, the equal of The Mekons' riotous 
Fear And Whiskeybut more sardonic, 
downbeat. Songs leap up, beg to be tickled 
under the ear and given a fistful of lager. 
As a considerable bonus, nine extra tracks 
culled from singles and live shows have 
been added, including the sprawling 
garage monster 'What A Carry On'. 

You don't know who The Nightingales 
are? You should. You'll enjoy them. 
Everett True 



Siouxsie And The Banshees 



The Scream: Deluxe Edition (Polydor) 

Blame Siouxsie. 

That The Scream's distinctly suburban 
torment influenced Joy Division, Killing Joke 
and Bauhaus and all who followed is 
undeniable. Leaving La Bush aside, there 
was no one in the immediate aftermath 
of punk who strutted and wailed like former 
Sex Pistols acolyte Siouxsie Sioux. If she 
hadn't been so convincing in her shrill 
alienation, in her studiedly jaundiced view 
of life, we would never have been saddled 
with the Goths in all their locked bedroom 
splendour, their conformist anti-conformity. 
But Siouxsie made the darkness sound so 
enticing: from her horror movie dissection 
of childhood ('Jigsaw Feeling') and normality 
('Suburban Relapse') through her rigorous 
defenestrating of The Beatles' canon, and 
religion (cf. the live debut of 'The Lord's 
Prayer'). John McKay played his guitar like 
a cheese grater, sending juddering slices of 
brittle sound to fill the ominous silences 
behind Siouxsie's caterwaul. Kenny Morris 
drummed with a rigorous finality better than 
anyone this side of Buzzcocks' John Maher. 

The deluxe reissue of their devastating 
1 978 debut comes with a bonus CD - two 
entire Peel sessions, a slew of demos and 
a couple of singles. Man, this is high art. 
Everett True 



The Old Guard (Rock'N'Roll 
Goes Country Vol 1) (Rev-Ola) 

More salvage operations courtesy of the fine 
people at Rev-Ola with this intriguing record 
that highlights a moment in time when 
White America's dominant culture of 
country music fed off the upstart rock'n'roll 
- itself a genre that was rooted as strongly 
in rockabilly and country as it was in the 
fermenting waters of blues. 

So, for a fleeting moment you had a 
musical culture that was feeding off its own 
offspring, creating strange new hybrids. And 
what stands out most clearly now is how the 
countrified rock'n'roll sounds so sterilised 
and squeaky clean in comparison to its 
barely born source. For the most part, these 
tracks sound like the attempts to sanitise the 
dangerously wanton appeal of rock'n'roll 
that they perhaps knowingly were; but that's 
not to say that they don't sound fantastic 
because they assuredly do. And perhaps it's 
the attempt to de-sexualise the music that 
makes it so intriguing and beguiling - the 
tension of what is not expressed becomes 
the key element. 

And maybe, of course, the songs just 
sound great; redolent of an impossible 
time, mediated in our hearts and minds by a 
million and one TV shows and movie scenes. 

I mean, who doesn't love a cowboy, 
after all? 
AlistairFitchett 




the true report 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: John Gambino 

Here's your starter for 1 0. Which US band 
defines punk? 

Wrong. It isn't Ramones. Minor Threat 
and Rancid and Agnostic Front and Bad 
Brains and a million other spiky-haired 
malcontents didn't draw upon a conceptual 
vision of speeded up bubblegum pop given 
a buzzsaw guitar and Ronnie Spector-style 
vocals. And neither did the Ramones 
themselves, following 1 984's revisionist 
Too Tough To Die album. The punks 
might've likedthem, sure: but can you hear 
Ramones' influence on the music! Really? 

It was Dead Kennedys. Their 
presence during 1 978-1 986 changed 
everything: smart enough to gather UK hits 
through shock value alone, sussed enough 
to realise the media capital to be gained 
out of singer Jello Biafra running for mayor 
of San Francisco (which he did in 1 979), 
angry enough to protest injustice in biting, 
satirical form (the timeless 'California Uber 
Alles' and spoof 'Let's Lynch The Landlord') 
with enough blistering guitar lines and 
energy to back it all up. Biafra and chums 
barely changed The Sex Pistols' model, just 
camped it up a fraction. The advantage 
they had over Rotten and co was that in no 
way were the Kennedys a media invention 
- they started their own label, booked their 
own tours and fought their own battles. 
Crucially, Dead Kennedys were accessible. 

The 25th Anniversary Edition of their 
debut album Fresh Fruit For Rotting 
Vegetables (Manifesto) features all the 
above songs plus more - and a bonus DVD 
featuring a documentary and early live 
performance. It's funny, politically charged, 
incendiary, unwavering and inspirational. 

Massachusetts label Messthetics 
(www.hyped2death.com) have been doing 
an great job of unearthing gems from 
1 978-1 983 when, inspired by Rough Trade 
and John Peel, DIY cassette culture ruled 



Britain's bedrooms. Two new comps are 
jaw-dropping fine: Somerset two-piece 
Animals & Men ploughed a minimalist, 
hypnotic, monochrome groove coloured 
by uneasy silences and harmonica, 
reminiscent of Liliput, Bo Diddley and 
Honey Bane (perhaps), singer Susan Wells 
entirely dissonant, Richard Brautigan a 
clear influence. Revel In The Static contains 
25 songs brimming over with ideas. 

Scunthorpe's The Instant 
Automatons' Another Wasted Sunday 
Afternoon, meanwhile, recalls Messthetics' 
incredible sprawling Homosexuals three- 
CD set from last year (or Desperate Bicycles' 
rudimentary dub) - lyrics smart and 
distorted, nasty early electronica masking 



side of Americana, the decaying underbelly 
of a nation built upon the rule of the gun. 

Looking for Christmas presents for the 
folks? You'll be wanting The Residents' 
crafty dissemination of civilisation then, 
recorded between 1 981 and 1 985, the 
deeply disturbing The Mole Trilogy 
(Mute). . .which is where I parted company 
with these ideological malcontents, their 
shadowy Modern Art threatening to send 
my adult life into a spiral of madness that 
I could never hope to recover from. (It's OK. 
We're still friends.) Anyway, this ambitious 
four-part precursor of PC game Civilisation 
is as scarily prescient as ever and. . . 

Hold up. I meant Blondie's Greatest 
Hits or Madness's Divine Madness (both 



Grandpa's probably wrapped up 
in the new Sugababes. Fuck him 



self-consciousness and a fondness for The 
Residents, The Fall and early Factory 
records. Once upon a time, every band 
sounded like this. Now, if only Messthetics 
could rediscover Twelve Cubic Feet. . . 

Next up, two from Sympathy For The 
Record Industry. Think you haven't heard 
The Gun Club's 1 987 album, Mother 
Junol Wrong. If you've heard anything 
from Detroit in the past five years 
-particularly The Von Bondies' bratty, 
bruised blues - you've heard traces of Kid 
Congo Powers' scorching, hi-octane guitar 
and Jeffrey Lee Pierce's unrelentingly 
expressive voice from this. Produced by 
Robin Guthrie, sounding reminiscent 
of both New Zealand circa 1 986 and 
Television, this is the last essential Gun 
Club release. Pierce's solo 1 985 solo album 
Wildwood lacks the crucial Powers input 
but is still a fascinating snapshot of the 
doomed singer's obsession with the darker 



EMI Catalogue) as presents - absolute pop 
perfection. Indeed, Madness only rate 
slightly behind The Jam and Pet Shop Boys 
as my perfect English chart band. Or you 
may want to try grandpa on Lonnie 
Donegan's surprisingly approachable 
Lonesome Traveller (Castle) - a thoughtful 
collection that belies Donegan's image 
as a cheeky Norman Wisdom-esque skiffle 
character and portrays him as peer to 
folk like Pete Seegar and Johnny Cash. 
Seriously. Why do you think John Peel 
loved him so much? 

But grandpa's probably wrapped up 
in the new Sugababes. Fuck him. Save 
the genius of the two-CD Scott Walker 
comp Classics & Collectibles (Mercury) for 
yourself, slip on the absolutely peerless 
collection of music from American medicine 
shows, 1926-1937 Good For What Ails 
You (Old Hat) during the turkey and have 
yourself a fucking great time. 



plan b 1 85 



the story of an artist 



Words: Everett True 
Photography: Anthony Wallace 



Daniel Johnston discusses a new documentary about his life and music 



There's a Daniel Johnston documentary out in 
February, The Devil And Daniel Johnston (Tartan 
Video). It's disconcerting. It's very moving. The 
camera lingers too long on Daniel's dad's careworn 
face when he breaks down recounting the tale of 
the fateful plane ride to Texas, but doesn't dwell 
long enough on Daniel's riveting live performances. 
The freak show is maybe heightened a little too 
much -filmmaker Jeff Feuerzeig trying to tap into 
the post-Crumb cult confessional market, perhaps? 

But Feuerzeig has an empathy with his subject 
that reaches far beyond the trite and garish, helped 
considerably by Daniel's almost demented desire to 
document every facet of his life. There's homemade 
animation, childhood movies, re-enactments... 

All of the above go some way to painting a vivid 
portrait of the artist as a most disturbed man. 



Days later, I listened to it again. It reduced me 
to tears. Taken in solitude, his voice shook with an 
almost unbearable loneliness and pain; his songs 
were naive, direct, moving. 

I investigated further, and discovered he used 
to wander the streets of Austin, Texas trying to sell 
his homemade cassette albums. That he had been 
in and out of mental institutions. That he had once 
caused a woman to leap out of a second-storey 
window; that he was obsessed with a girl named 
Laura; that he thought some people to be possessed 
by demons. I didn't care about that, though. I just 
loved his voice, his songs. 

Do you have a new record coming out? 

"Yeah, there's supposed to be one soon. I hope 
it comes out, because it has been three years since 



the guitar so badly. You can fill the notes in, in your 
heads"... in our hearts, Daniel, in our hearts. 

And one during the evening, in front of an 
audience of music business assholes, with a pick-up 
band that sucked so badly and played so loudly, it 
was painful to witness. . .and all we could do was 
stand on our chairs and dance the blues away. 

Do you look back on your life and find yourself 
surprised at how much you've done? Not just 
with your music but with your experiences. . . 

"I know, I had it rough, I really did. Right after 
my career got off to a good start with 1990, 1 got 
in trouble and ended up in mental hospitals for five 
years. When I finally got out of the mental health 
system, I vowed to never go back. I found the right 
doctor and I got on the right medication and I beat 



'All my friends are featured in the film, 

and they all look like big superstars' 



I caught up with Daniel himself in London, 
shortly before a media screening for the film. 

Have you seen the film yet? 

"Yes, three times. It's got a really hardcore sense 
of humour. The hardship of my life is what you 
sense in the humour of the film. . .like the five years 
that I spent at the mental hospital, the time that 
I spent in jail, and other trying times. " 

It's quite a big deal to have a film made 
about you. 

"Yeah, I guess. All I'm saying is that I hope 
they like the film, I guess they do, they gave it two 
director's awards. If they like the film, I'm glad, 
because there are some pretty funny moments from 
some of the films I made in college and junior high, 
and even some of the animation that I did. Maybe 
they do like the film." 

What are your favourite parts of the film? 

"Well, all of my friends are featured and they 
look like big superstars- my friends! And they're 
talking about me. . .boy, the way they talk about 
me, it's kind of hard to take. I wish there was more 
music. A lot of my favourite scenes weren't shown, 
but they said they plan to include an extra DVD. " 

Have you had people recognise you 
because of it? 

"Er, well they already knew me in Austin. I used 
to live in Austin. I worked in McDonald's there, and 
that's where I got famous. " 

I first heard Daniel Johnston in the late Eighties. 
A friend was round at my house; he wanted to hear 
something different. So we slapped on this record 
with a picture of a bug-eyed frog monstrosity on its 
sleeve. Our first reaction: hysterical laughter. Here 
was a guy so deranged he couldn't sing properly, 
couldn't draw properly, couldn't write songs. . . 



they were supposed to release it. Of course, my 
last release was The Late Great Daniel Johnston: 
Discovered Covered. A lot of people might think I'm 
dead, because the cover had a picture of me by the 
tombstone and it says 'Daniel Johnston, 1961-2005' 
- and here are all these people singing my songs, 
and another CD with my own versions. Rolling 
Stone reviewed it and gave us three stars, which 
is pretty good. If they gave us a two-star review, 
I would have killed myself, but three stars was fair. " 

Did you meet any of the people who 
recorded the songs on Discovered Covered? 

"Oh, I know quite a lot of the people -Jad Fair, 
Sparklehorse...l've never met Beck, but I met Beck's 
father once at a show in Los Angeles. He said, 'Hi, 
I'm Beck's father'. In my dreams, I hoped they'd 
make a hit single with one of the songs because 
I'm not a hit-oriented recording artist." 

I preferred your versions. 

"I wouldn't mind trying to sound that good, 
like trying to do a Sgt Pepper-type album with 
lots of overdubs. We tried with Fear Yourself; we 
recorded it in four days, and then Sparklehorse 
spent four months on it. And I f reakin' loved it! Then 
they said, 'Hey, you wanna make another record?' 
and I said, 'Yeah, let's do it! ' And ever since then, 
I kept writing my very best songs and saving them 
for another record with them. " 

In 1 998, 1 travelled down to Portland for a music 
conference. Daniel played two shows: one during 
the afternoon in a record store, accompanied by 
a beautiful woman who struggled to find the right 
notes on her blues guitar. One where he covered 
Wings' 'Live And Let Die' and reinvented it as his 
own, reducing me to tears. One where he looked 
fine, and movingly covered The Beatles' 'What Goes 
On'. One where he remarked, "I'm sorry I'm playing 



the depressive, manic thing, and I'm stable now 
and I'm so grateful for that. For years I'd be in this 
depressive state where my brain was in pain. 

"For years, so much depression, it was like, 
'Ow! Ow! ' The pills solved the problem, so it was 
almost worth it. Of course, it was an adventure, 
but the whole time I was in the hospital I was in 
a state about being there. There was no songs, 
hardly any drawings, nothing was happening. 
I wasn't writing poetry, I wasn't drawing, that 
was just the way it was. " 



The Devil And Daniel Johnston 



Dir Jeff Feuerzeig (USA, 2005) 

It's lucky that the urge to document family life is so deeply 
ingrained into the American psyche. Lucky for aspiring 
documentary makers, that is. The US is no doubt now criss- 
crossed with film grads trying to uncover the next treasure 
trove of Capturing The Friedmans-style calamity porn. 

The Devil And Daniel Johnston could have been such a 
film, but it isn't. Director Jeff Feuerzeig pieces together home 
videos, audio recordings and interviews to paint a picture of a 
sensitive boy who retreats from his strict Christian upbringing 
into a world of music and art. Things take a turn for the 
worse as LSD exacerbates Daniel Johnston's mental health 
problems, culminating in an attack on a defenceless old lady 
and a death-defying crash in his father's private plane. 

Daniel's slide occurs at the same time as his music meets 
the approval of the US underground and in one gratingly 
awkward scene, a roomful of New York hipsters look on 
impassively as he cries his eyes out onstage. This makes for 
uncomfortable viewing, as it's easy to see the link between 
their voyeurism and ours. Feuerzig doesn't try to force this 
into any kind of moral framework, however, preferring to let 
the wealth of footage speak for itself. In the end, Daniel 
comes across as a kid whose only crime was to believe 
The Beatles when they sang 'She Loves You'. 
Daniel Trilling 
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s tender as meat is tender, 

iten down until pain and love are 

istinauishable 



sweethearts of the rodeo 

words: Sophie Mayer 

Ang Lee's film of E Annie Prou\x's Brokeback Mountain 
is a cowboy heartbreaker 



One Night on Bareback Mountain; Tender Loin; Big 
Girl's Blouse; Boys Do Cry. There's plenty other 
reviewers out there prepared to deal in snide 
homophobia. Fuck 'em. And fuck all those macho 
reviewers who fainted when Brokeback Mountain 
stole the crown at Venice. True, there's no auteurial 
presence to ooh and aah over (apart from Lee's 
trademark slightly off framing shots, intense light 
and, er, sheep), and your hosts are the teen stars 
of The Day After Tomorrow (Jake Gyllenhaal), 
A Knight's Tale (Heath Ledger), The Princess 
Diaries (Anne Hathaway) and Dawson's Creek 
(Michelle Williams). 

But the smooth Hollywood exterior girds a 
tender, dangerous heart: a love story told in minimal 
gestures and fewer words that anticipates, in its 
two horrific queer bashings, the brutal beating it 
will likely get from the rightwing US press. 

Brokeback Mountain is Sense And Sensibility 
with -well, they're scarily alike. Both based on 
fiction by renowned women writers, the films 
pierce the hearts of tightly guarded people in 
highly restrictive societies. In doing so, they share 
an attention to period detail (paeans could be 
written to the sideburns stylings of the lead 
men), dances where social rules are insidiously 
but brutally imposed and loving but never lavish 
landscape cinematography. 

And sheep - seriously. Whereas in Sense And 
Sensibility 'the flocking sheep represent the social 
conformity that binds Elinor Dashwood (Emma 
Thompson), in Brokeback Mountain they offer an 
image of freedom (moving through pastures where 
no one is watching), vulnerability (in one striking 
image, gutted by a coyote) and a certain rough 
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tenderness: whether grappling with a sheep or each 
other, Jack Twist (Gyllenhaal) and Ennis Del Mar 
(Ledger) speak a language of gestures at once caring 
and combative, honed through the ethic of hard 
knocks worked into every texture in the film. Dented 
coffee cans, beat-up trucks and old jackets are as 
much a telling, feeling landscape as the rocky 
distances and lined faces. 

Like Elinor Dashwood and the Hulk, Twist and 
Del Mar are loners who conceal passionate selves 
beneath false exteriors. Twist is a smooth-talking 
clown, a natural car salesman, while Del Mar is cut 
from cowboy cloth. In him, the Man With No Name 
meets the love that dare not speak its name. Silence 
and a spare score contribute to the wide open 
spaces of the film's beginning. Freed from social 
constraints when they spend a summer herding 
together on Brokeback Mountain, they find a love 
that will sustain -and bedevil -them through 
20 claustrophobic years of marriage, poverty 
and terrible hair, scored perfectly by the Seventies 
country music playing on jukeboxes and radios, 
eradicating the silence in which they found 
each other. 

The women they cheat on - Alma (Williams) 
and Lureen (Hathaway) - hold their own, from the 
moment Lureen charges across the screen on a 
rodeo course in a red outfit, a slash of lipstick across 
the greens and browns of the boy's own world. 
Alma uses sex to get what she wants, which is the 
material security to escape poverty. Williams carries 
this unsympathetic role with an inspired innocence 
that lights up her courageous and misguided 
attempt to help Ennis about Jack. Hathaway is 



astonishing as daddy's girl Lureen. Herflickering 
glances and nervous fingers in Lee's searching close- 
ups indicate her awareness of the stupidity of the 
net that she is caught in - nowhere more so than 
in her only conversation with Ennis, so intense and 
intimate you almost forget that it's over a telephone. 

Yet you never do. Lee has a quiet genius for 
capturing the character of, and distance between, 
people's inner worlds that finds its fullest expression 
here, and in the scene that follows, in which Ennis 
visits Jack's childhood home. The worn light and 
faded objects of Jack's spare bedroom and Ennis' 
attentive silence could break the least tender heart. 

Here is the core of the film, deep in cowboy 
country, in the blank house of Jack's stern parents: 
set against the mountain is the closet, the 
claustrophobic, secret heart -the hidden space 
that Lee opens in each of his characters, as Ennis 
reaches for the last of Jack, and in doing so finally 
reaches into himself. 

The last 1 5 minutes of the film belong to Ennis 
- and to Ledger, who brings an intense seriousness 
to each of his actions, whether washing plates or 
kissing. He's tender as meat is tender, beaten down 
until pain and love are indistinguishable. The rack 
of smoking elk meat that dominates Ennis and 
Jack's longest conversation argues that tough hides 
disguise tender hearts, and that homosexuality is 
as American as red meat. 

Willie Nelson singing Bob Dylan's 'He Was A 
Friend Of Mine' over the credits brings it home. Lee 
pulls no punches about the homophobia of the red 
states - nor any about the love between men, 
natural as the mountain pasture. 
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take it to the bridge 

words: Preti Taneja 



kiss kiss bang bang 

Words: SF Said 



Turkish hip hop and more as Fatih Akin films the Sergio Machado on sex # drums and becoming 
assembled Istanbul music scene a horse 



I left my heart in Istanbul years ago. 
I went to see Crossing The Bridge 
hoping to have it poured back into my 
body, through my eyes and ears, to 
beat in 6/8 time again. Anyone who's 
been to the city knows its nostalgia, its 
contradictions; how you can be on the 
way to somewhere but feel like you've 
arrived at the same time, an in- 
between state that sits so comfortably 



playing a very long-necked guitar 
under a painting of himself. . .playing 
a very long-necked guitar (OK, a saz). 
It's a sharp contrast to the montage 
of Gencebay's movies from the 
Seventies, although his moustache 
hasn't changed much, and that's 
Istanbul all over: past and present, 
contradictions and contrasts. There's 
a hard hip hop chick whose political 



I went to see the film hoping to have 
my heart poured back into my body, 
to beat in 6/8 time again 



you forget where you were heading 
for and where you have been - and 
that's OK, that's the way it was meant 
to be. Crossing The Bridge: The Sound 
Of Istanbul reflects back these things 
through the vastly different bands and 
singers the film gives voice to, each 
with their own love song or lament 
for this indescribable place. 

But is there really any point in 
watching a documentary about 
music? Fatih Akin, also known for his 
graphic depiction of what the need to 
be free can make us do in Head On, 
certainly thinks so. While the music 
-from country to rock to hip hop 
- moves our feet, Akin allows the 
musicians the freedom to choose 
their environments. By doing this, 
he offers them to us with tenderness, 
empathy and an equally moving 
gentle humour. 

There's a rock musician in a torn 
black vest, fanning himself with a 
ladies' fan on a rooftop in the heat. 
There's the Turkish Elvis, Orhan 
Gencebay, filmed in his own office 



rhymes challenge America's finest 
gangsta laydeez to open mic, but at 
the same time has never turned off a 
Sezen Aksu song. That's tantamount 
to citing Mariah Carey as a musical 
influence, but she sees no shame. 

What is a shame is that each set 
piece - with its introduction to the 
music, talk by the artist and then more 
music - is structured the same way. 
While you realise that these people's 
feelings about their city and their 
music is the same, even if their music 
is different, the attention wanders as 
if lost in the underground cisterns of 
ancient Constantinople. Having shot 
1 50 hours of footage, Akin could 
have tightened it up some more 
- even to pull out the differences 
between the artists. Call it fine 
tuning; that would have been fitting 
in a city where discordant sounds 
make a unique kind of harmony. 



Lower City is a frisky threesome of a 
film, all hothouse desire, flowing freely 
between two guys and a girl (played 
by Alice Braga, Lazaro Ramos and 
Wagner Moura). It's set in the city of 
Salvador, in the Brazilian province of 
Bahia, where writer-director Sergio 
Machado was born. 

So what's it like in Salvador? 

" It's known as the most African 
city outside Africa. We have a strong 
influence of African religion -mainly, 
what we call Candomble. The 
moral issues are not the same as 
in a Christian place; you don't have 
anything saying that to make love, 
or to be homosexual or whatever, 
is a sin." 

How does Candomble work? 

"You pray by dancing in 
Candomble. The way you connect to 
the Gods is by dancing. There are the 
drums playing, and people who are 
initiated in the religion start dancing, 
and then the God will come. They say 
that they're like horses, God's horses. 
The God will come and use you like 
when you ride a horse - he'll be in 
your body, using your body, to dance. 
I've never been to a place where 
people dance so well as in Bahia." 

What's the music like? 

"It's drums. It's all about drums 
in Candomble. But even if you go 
out on the street, you're gonna see 
two strong black men dancing with 
each other, and you don't know 
if they're gay or not - they're not 
necessarily gay, but the way they 
dance, they move their bodies, 
they touch each other - it's amazing, 
I haven't seen anything like this. It's 
very, very sensual." 



Tell me about the love triangle 
in the film. 

"What I wanted to build was a 
different kind of love triangle. It was 
like an equilateral triangle, because 
each part loves the other part in the 
same way, so you cannot talk about 
betrayal or morality, because who is 
betraying who? I wanted people to 
support the breaking of the taboo, 



'The God will 
come and use 
you like a horse' 



to support the idea of the three of 
them together." 

But still - the two guys end 
up fighting like two cocks in 
a cockfight. 

"Yeah, but the way I see it, this 
fight is the hottest love scene in the 
film. Truffaut says that Hitchcock 
filmed murder scenes like sex scenes, 
and sex scenes like murder scenes. 
And I tried to do that, because they're 
fighting because - that's the way 
they can touch each other! " 

Do you think this kind of stuff 
can work in real life? 

"I think maybe if George Bush 
lived in a love triangle, things would 
be different in the world. If he had 
two wives - or a wife and a husband 
- he wouldn't be this way. " 
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lights out for the casino 

Words: Nick Bradshaw 



Enron: The Smartest Guys In The Room shows us 
the flying china in the bull market 




During the Nineties heyday of bubble- 
headed capitalism, corporate leaders 
rocked and they rolled. Unfettered 
from the Communist menace, they 
cast off all masks of moderation and 
announced a revolution of their own: 
henceforth and forever, money 
would run maverick and fancy-free, 
unbound by the square, overbearing 
rules of public oversight. The brave 
new age of monetary anarchy was 
dawning, and the spoils would go 
to the entrepreneurs who could ride 
the Trotskyist bronco of permanent 
revolution in the Darwinian frontier 
of the New Economy. The acme of 
this ideology was Enron, the energy- 
trading post-utility whose adverts 
exhorted us to "ask 'Why?'" ("the 
chosen word of the nonconformist"). 
Few, however, stopped to ask why 
Enron was able to report consistently 
rising profits in the speculative 
energy market; they took it on 
(often convenient) faith that Enron 
was simply the "most innovative 



This snappy documentary replays 
the inside story, with CEOs Kenneth 
Lay and self-professed "fucking 
smart" Harvard grad Jeffrey Skilling 
as the Nietzschian financiers spinning 
a web of hubristic accounting crimes. 
Ideas were the currency of the New 
Economy: Skilling persuaded his 
auditors he could book projected 
future profits as soon as a deal was 
signed, meanwhile moving real losses 
into hidden offshore partnerships. 
In California, windfalls were made 
through withholding product 
(the company had orchestrated 
shutdowns of anything up to 76 
percent of the state's power-plants) 
and despoliation: Enron traders 
whooped "Burn, baby, burn!" 
as they watched TV news of forest 
fires engulfing power lines. 

By the time of the company's 
implosion in late 2001 , it had shafted 
investors, energy consumers, and 
2 1 ,000 of its own workers and 
pension holders. 



financiers spinning 
a web of hubristic accounting crimes 



corporation", as Fortune magazine 
ranked it for six consecutive years. 
California legislators in 1 996 couldn't 
even explain how a deregulated 
energy market was supposed to work, 
but they voted it in anyway, then 
scratched their heads when rolling 
power blackouts and consequent 
price spikes crippled the state's 
economy. (The fiasco brought down 
governor Gray Davis and ushered in 
Governator Schwarzenegger, a firmer 
friend of corporate muscle.) 



Was Enron a capitalist exception 

- a particularly rotten apple - or 
something more symptomatic? 
Enron doesn't push the bigger picture 
(look to The Corporation for that), 
but it supplies plentiful suggestions 
of "synergistic corruption", the 
enduring sway of jargon, bluster and 
sheer wealth, and the timeless human 
fallibilities with which any political or 
economic programme must contend 

- not least one that claims to harness 
greed for the greater good. 




round-up Cache, Grizzly Man, The Proposition, Tickets 



Cache (Hidden) 

Another severe moral thriller from Michael 
Haneke, the director of the implacable Funny 
Games and Code Unknown. Daniel Auteuil 
and Juliette Binoche are a well-to-do 
Parisian couple shaken by mysterious, 
all-seeing threats and video messages that 
open up long-buried old guilty secrets. 

A Cock And Bull Story 

Reminiscent of Adaptation, Michael 
Winterbottom's teasing take on Laurence 
Sterne's The Life And Opinions Of Tristram 
Shandy Gentleman features Steve Coogan 
playing Steve Coogan playing Tristram, 
leading us on a tour of the movie and its 
making. The result is a triumph. 

Grizzly Man 

Werner Herzog's new documentary is about 
grizzly bear obsessive Timothy Treadwell, 
who was eventually killed by a bear. It lacks 



the mysterious charge of Herzog's best docs 
(see The Ecstasy Of Woodcarver Steiner if 
you possibly can) - but it's still worth seeing. 

King Kong/ 

Peter Jackson season 

Come on, admit it: you've been looking 
forward to this for ages. Christmas just 
hasn't been the same without a new Lord 
Of The Rings movie, and giant apes on 
skyscrapers-well, if anyone can pull it 
off, Jackson can. Check out his back 
catalogue at the NFT. 

Playing In The Light 

A selection of the best experimental dance- 
film collaborations, bringing together artists, 
performers and film-makers such as Isaac 
Julien, Alison Murray, Harold Offeh and 
Rosalind Nashashibi. After launching 
at Tate Modern, it tours the country for 
six months. 



The Proposition 

Scripted by Nick Cave, this Australian 
Western is as dark and brutal as you'd 
expect -floggings, killings, an exploding 
head - but it also has some strangely tender 
moments, and grizzled performances from 
Ray Winstone, Guy Pearce and John Huston. 

Saint Etienne presents Hymns 
To London: Revisited 

The Barbican screens Saint Etienne's latest 
film project, What Have You Done Today 
Mervyn Day? It's set in the Lower Lea Valley, 
east London, documenting buildings, 
landmarks and people that are about 
to disappear forever, to make way for 
Olympic redevelopment. 

Steamboy 

Hayao Miyazaki isn't the only anime grand 
master in love with classic English children's 
literature: Akira director Katsuhiro Otomo's 



new film namechecks Robert Stephenson, 
being set around London's 1 851 Great 
Exposition of Victorian technology. The plot 
goes AW0L, but it looks duly astounding. 

Renoir season 

Auguste's boy Jean was in many eyes the 
very greatest of filmmakers, his sublime 
humanism summarised in the expression 
in La Regie duJeulhal "Everyone has his 
reasons" . This new year's season at the 
NFT spans four decades of gems, from 
Le Crime de Monsieur Lange to The River. 

Tickets 

This collaboration between veterans 
Ermanno Olmi, Abbas Kiarostami and 
Ken Loach is a gentle delight. Set on 
one train ride from Austria to Rome, the 
stories feature small but memorable chance 
encounters that bridge generational, sexual 
and class divides. 
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Generation KKK: Passing The 
Torch. Photography by James 
Edward Bates/ZUMA Press 



Until 9 April, St Mungo Museum Of 
Religious Life And Art, 2 Castle Street, 
Glasgow G4 

With their funny little hats, lame black 
metal burning crosses and not-so- 
scary-anymore white gowns, it is 
tempting to see the Ku Klux Klan as 
a relic from the past, the kind that 
doesn't belong in the newfound 
tolerance of the southern states in 
a politically correct America. Surely, 
their primitive iconography and 
costumes are far less damaging 
than the real face of racism today: 
suburban, well hidden under a veil 
of a respectable post 9/1 1 'clash of 
civilisations' discourse? But with 
subject matter like this, it is hard not 
to slip into the muddy blur of politics 
and aesthetics, and, to an extent, 
revitalize the power of these symbols 
of hatred. The work of American 
photojournalist James Edward Bates, 
who documented secret meetings 
since 1 998 to the present, is a 
testimony that the KKK legacy is still 
alive and kicking and might take Joey 
Ramone's baby away any minute 
now. On second thoughts, redneck 
bigots, even if they look like extras 
from Lord Of The Rings, are still scary. 




effect on viewers in Lima, Peru. 
Soaring birth rates started to decline 
as women's aspirations began to 
take the shape of the soap operas' 
conspicuous consumption. It wasn't 
long before Mexico came up with 
the idea of the family planning 
themed telenovela, with television 
broadcasts ending in a "Love 
Carefully" announcement. Ironically, 
in a kind of inversion of US-centric 
globalisation, Spanish speaking 
soaps now dominate schedules from 
Russia to The Philippines. 

This makes Stefan Ruiz's 
photographs of Televisa, the Mexican 
media company behind 50,000 
annual hours of soap, a study of 
a complex system of cross-cultural 
tensions and intentions, as well as an 
insight into a world of trash aesthetics 
and implausible romantic intrigue. 

Behind the flashy studio sets, 
the glamorous actors and the young 
soap-school pupils, his work offers 
a glimpse into the engine room of 
the spectacle. 




Acid Drops 



Transition, 1 10a Lauriston Road 
London E9 



2.12. 05-28.01 .06 Open Eye Gallery 
28-32 Wood Street, Liverpool, L1 4AQ 

Back in the Eighties a survey found 
that programmes like Dynasty and 
Dallas were having an unexpected 



Sugar Candy 



19.11.05-18.12.05, Fosterart, 
20 Rivington Street, London EC2 

Like the obligatory Christmas single, 
Cathy Lomax's twin exhibitions Acid 
Drops andSugar Candy are equal 
parts seasonal good cheer and 
post-eggnog puke. 

Celebrating the best and worst 
of the festive season, the show 
brings together fairytale prettiness 
and garish paint to make the subtle 
distinction between the heart- 
warmingly naff and unforgivably 
tawdry ways in which Christmas is 
inflicted on us. Aunties, dogs and 
snow predominate, but there is also 
plenty of dark humour and teenage 
lust beneath the tinsel. 

Sarah Doyle commemorates the 
best and worst Christmas record 
sleeves in nail varnish (Phil Spector 
wins, duh). Meanwhile, Leigh Clarke 
reminds us that a dad's not just for 
Christmas. But you'll have to rush 
between the two east London 
venues to get the full picture. 




severed samurai 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Diann Bauer's future warriors battle the void 



"In the void is virtue, and no evil. Wisdom has existence, principle has existence, 
the Way has existence, spirit is nothingness. " 

This is the final sentence of Lord Miyamoto Musashi's 1 7th Century 
philosophical martial arts tract The Book Of Five Rings, adopted by power- 
hungry American stock-exchange brokers in the Eighties as a business manual. 
Diann Bauer, an American expat living in London for the past seven years, 
trades in similar misappropriations and cultural dislocations. Graduating from 
Goldsmith's College in 1 999, she was initially fascinated with America's violent 
crash culture, fusing fuselage and body parts in installations that could have 
been set pieces from Lost, as written by JG Ballard instead of JJ Abrahams. 



This isn't just some cyborg holocaust 



The discovery of traditional Japanese warrior prints in their gory splendour 
seemed to point a way forward, and the white trash zombies of this early work 
were replaced with exploded samurai set against the shattered architecture of 
our future unconscious. For her first solo show at London's One In The Other 
Gallery in 2003, she split the gallery in two, a spectacularly airbrushed remaking 
of an Utagawa Kuniyoshi print both concealing and revealing a peepshowview 
of a sublime, Utopian city behind the eyeball of the eviscerated warrior. 

Her upcoming show at The Showroom Gallery promises an even more 
impressive rendering of some of these themes and influences over 1 8 massive 
panels, bisecting the gallery space. " I was trying to get away from all the 
Japanese stuff, but then I came across an amazing book of prints and I just 
couldn't resist them. There is something about the way they represent violence 
that is unlike anything that exists in the West. I did decide, though, that there 
wouldn't be any faces in this piece. They draw far too much attention to 
themselves, distracting from the composition, from the geometry of violence. " 

What we can make out is a pile up of limbs, the post-geometric shapes of 
Lebbeus Woods' anarchitecture or Zaha Hadid's angular constructions, and 
a tattoo parlour iconography gone wild: the black goo of an Akira manga panel 
drips in thick globs around swirls of human hair wrapping jagged mechanical 
structures. This isn't just some cyborg holocaust but an entire reimagining of 
the relationship between man and his surroundings. This is where we get to 
look into Musashi's void without the void looking back. The void has no eyes; 
the way has existence; spirit is nothingness. 

Diann Bauer's work is at The Showroom, 44 Bonner Road, London, E2 9JS, 
Jan-Feb 2006. For further information see www.theshowroom .org 
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strip mining 

Words: Alistair Fitchett 

Excavating the finest new 
comic releases 



There have been so many great comics passing 
through my hands recently that it has felt like 
Christmas and birthday and every other special 
day rolled into one. Mind you, any day is a special 
day when there's a new Seth book to read. 
Wimbledon Green (Drawn & Quarterly) is 
considerably more text heavy than previous outings, 
but still a great showcase for his classic comics style. 
With a postmodern narrative structure and a nod 
to Chris Ware's dense grids of small frames, 
Wimbledon Green is a book about comics and 
obsession; about self-(re)invention and integrity 
(or lack thereof). It's whimsical, witty, ironic, satirical, 
honest, and an exceptionally grand romp. 

Comics seem to be increasingly fashionable 
again; the London museums' collections of comics 
and graphic novels seem to be growing. One of 
the finer titles prominently on display at the moment 
is the fifth issue of Kramer's Ergot (Glng ko Press), 
a hefty compilation of fully formed strips, 
reproduced sketchbook pages (check out Gary 
Panter's 30 years of sketchbooks in 30 pages) 
and other intriguing and adventurous illustrations. 
It's a remarkably varied and consistently excellent 
collection, but I can't help but particularly 
recommend Chris Ware's typically architectural 
and melancholic offering, and David Heatley's 
epic strip that tells the tale of his sexual history. 



'A young elephant of 
great insecurity but 
rare nobility' 




Meanwhile, from Top Shelf, there has been 
another string of excellent titles, including 
Rich Koslowski's The King and Aaron Renier's 

Spiral-Bound. Koslowski's book is a fabulous 
Pop adventure/mystery that uses a former tabloid 
journalist's expose of an Elvis impersonator to 
explore themes of faith, self-reflection, and the 
bonds of mutual need that bind all cultural media 
together. Oh, and it's funny as hell, too. 

Spiral-Bound is funny too, but in an altogether 
more innocent manner. Like Wimbledon Green, 
it's an addictive romp, filled with impossibly exciting 
underground tramways, a hidden underwater 
monster, a ceramic submarine, a fearless bird 
photographer, an authority-challenging rabbit 
and a young elephant of great insecurity but rare 
nobility. And that's just scratching the surface. 

A marvellously engaging and warm tale that 
explores themes of friendship and loyalty, this is 
the kind of book that, whilst undeniably aimed at 
kids, is no less enjoyable for adults too. It comes 
complete with raving recommendations from the 
likes of Lemony Snicket, Tony Millionaire and 
Craig Thompson. 

And finally, in the self-publishing stakes, this 
issue's prize of most entertaining and artfully 
assembled artefact goes to Brighton-based 
illustrator Alex Bee with his Everybody's Talking 
About. . . All the elements you could ever want 
are present: a sticker; a badge; a hand-stitched 
booklet of fine ink drawings, illustrating snippets 
of overheard conversations; and a hand-stamped, 
individually numbered brown paper bag to 
stuff it all in. 

Everybody's Talking About. .. is on sale in 
Brighton and London, apparently; or you can email 
alex_bec@hotmail.com for a copy. 
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Drawn & Quarterly 
Showcase Three 



Genevieve Elverum, Sammy Harkham, 
Matt Broersma (Drawn & Quarterly) 

Elverum also creates music under the name 
WOELV: gentle, tormented, semi-magical 
acoustic musings, her curious French accent 
betraying her origins (Quebec City, Canada), 
her records decorated with the same 
elephants and mountains that populate this 



stunning 28-page, surreal, mostly wordless, 
oddly naive narrative of how she overcame 
depression and ensnared her husband 
among the snowy peaks of Anacortes. 
She uses a wash technique similar to primary 
influence Julie Doucet {Dirty Plotte), but 
nowhere near as foul-mouthed. Her pacing 
is immaculate, and her drawings are 
mesmerising. The elephant grows unhappy 
because she can't keep up - but it's OK. 
That's what we want: because it was 
symbolising depression. 

Elsewhere, Harkham neatly contributes 
to the growing sense of ennui and alienation 
spreading through twentysomething 
Middle America as documented by creators 
like Chester Brown and Joe Matt. His 
'Somersaulting' is pretty much the drawn 
2005 equivalent of Soft Cell's 'Bedsit'. 
Throughout the strip, there's a sense that 
nothing is really important, everything is 
preordained: arguments, hangovers, beach 
strolls all merging fitfully into one another, 
documented meticulously in dulled shades 
of red and black. 
Everett True 




Worried Noodles 
(The Empty Sleeve) 



David Shrigley (Tomlab) 

"I couldn 't be bothered to make a record/It 
would have been too difficult/It was easier 
not to make a record." 

This is how David Shrigley opens his 
series of illustrated lyrics; his alternative 
to recording an album. 

So, instead of music, we get a 
fascinating barrage of short written pieces. 
Despite the absence of tunes, all the rhymes 
can be sung along to, in your head, and the 



different narrative themes demand 
different voices. 

'Awesome', for example, which depicts 
the impressive spectacle of a metal band, 
demands guttural, toothpaste-effect 
squawking; whereas the complete devotion 
expressed in 'Us' would be worthy of 
a quick Donny Osmond recital. Yet the 
words can also be read as poetry, or simply 
as documentation of everyday thoughts 
and emotions. 

The prose style is very simple - playful, 
even - echoing the state of Shrigley's 
childish squiggles, with most of the lyrics 
bordered or accompanied by skull drawings 
or pencil-case scribbles. 

Meanwhile, the thick use of colour 
and carefree brush strokes share a sense 
of playfulness with Steve Keene's Pop Art 
stylings and slacker-era album covers 
(most notably Pavement's WoweeZowee). 

This is a wonderfully baffling and 
brilliantly playful series of illustrated lyrics, 
and, literally, it's like nothing you'll 
ever hear. 
Jonathan Falcone 
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one switch, one vision 

Words: Mathew Kumar 
Illustration: MattPattinson 

During a recent viewing of Battles Without Honor And Humanity, the question 
of how many mistakes we'd be willing to make as Yakuza came up. My 
girlfriend was only as adventurous to go as far as to lose her pinkie tips. Me? 
If honour demanded, I'd lose them all, except my thumbs and trigger fingers. 
She asked me why those. "I'd miss gaming," was my only response. 

Thoreausaid, "Simplify, simplify". If anything, Microsoft and Sony's cry is 
"More, more buttons", entirely alienating to millions of people out there with 
the mental capacity and desire to be gamers but stymied by this urge to over- 
complicate. Barrie Ellis's One Switch Campaign's intent is to simplify gaming 
down to a single switch, and make gaming accessible to all, regardless of 
physical ability. The One Switch website recently held a competition that 
managed to capture the imaginations of countless bedroom coders looking 
for a challenge, resulting in over 70 games that ranged from single-button 
recreations of classic titles such as Atari's Star Wars to high-concept ones such 
as the planetary physics based Strange Attractors. The website shows there are 
opportunities for gaming to be an inclusive experience and a welcome escape 
for everyone, not just Yakuza who never make mistakes. 



as a design challenge. I got in touch 
with the moderator to see if I could 
host them. A little later, he decided to 
run a new single-switch competition 
with prizes." 

What has the response been like? 

"It's been really positive all round. 
'Hardcore' gamers have mentioned 
Sentinella (an atmospheric take on 
Robotron: 2084) and a number of 
disabled gamers have praised One 
Button Golf." 

Are there any game mechanics 
or genres you feel particularly suit 
the one switch design? 

" Race games with oval tracks can 
work well. Slower sport games such 
as darts and golf work well too, if 
there is some assistance with aiming, 



Where did the inspiration for One 
Switch come from? 

"I started working in a day centre 
in 1 994, where I discovered what 
accessible technology meant to 
people who needed it. This 
technology was often as simple as a 
large button. If a person couldn't use 
their hand, then they could use their 
head or foot, having some control 
they wouldn't otherwise have. 
Among the technology there was 
a BBC Micro with switch interface 
and games. These games were very 
simple, so I tried to seek out more 
accessible technology, and ended 
up frustrated by how little there was. 
I built my own switch interface for 
a Commodore 64 and Atari VCS. 
"The release of the Playstation 
made our technology seem creaky, 
but the new console was more 



'If a person couldn't use their hand, 
they could use their head or foot' 



inaccessible than ever before. When 
I discovered Reflection's Destruction 
Derby, I saw there were games that 
could be played by anyone. If this 
game could be made accessible, why 
not all games?" 

How did the RetroRemakes 
competition begin? 

"I was promoting the stall of 
accessible gaming we planned for 
Classic Gaming Expo UK on their 
forum early this year, and we received 
a response mentioning a series 
of single key games written for 
a RetroRemakes.com competition. 
There were about five games, written 



as can 3-D shooters. It's great to see 
these, and games with newer ideas. 
With so few single-switch games out 
there, I'm happy to see any game 
come out that's designed with some 
thought for accessibility." 

Do you have a personal favourite 
game from the competition? 

"I really like the music and simplicity 
of Stone Worm, but I play Alice 
Amazed the most with my daughter: 
it's a fantastic single-switch two- 
player game. 

www.oneswitch.org.uk 
www.igda.org/accessibility 



games 




(Jenova Chen et al) 

They went on forever. This indie game 
had. . .skies. . .and the skies always had little 
fluffy clouds in them. And they were long 
and clear and. . .they were beautiful, the 
most beautiful skies, as a matter of fact. The 
sunsets were blue and bright and it was so 
clear that I couldn't breathe. And the clouds 
would catch the colours everywhere. That's 
unique. I looked at them all the time. You 
don't see that. And then I flew around in 
a little hospital dress and collected them all 
into an enormous cloud, and it was so pretty. 
And then there were storm clouds, and when 
I gathered them together it rained and got 
rid of them . It was so pretty. They were the 
prettiest little clouds. They went on forever. 
Or at least for four levels. 

www.thatcloudgame.com 
Kieron Gillen 




(Crytic Studios) 

I'm a seven-foot woman with a steam- 
machine body. I have skulls carved into my 
kneecaps, fire bubbling up from my skin like 
molten sweat and eye sockets covered with 
metal plates, riveted in place. I'm a perfect 
fetish object, surrounded by a horde of 
men ineffectually engulfing me in a napalm 
bukkake and I'm pummelling them to death 
one at a time. 

He's four foot tall, with cloven feet and 
three robot slaves going by the names of 
Gigantor, Trevor and Dame Judi Dench. 
He used to have a pirate hook for a right 
hand, but he met someone else who had 
one and had to get rid of it. He alternates 
between ordering his cybernetic submissives 
to perforate his foes and making bitchy 
comments about his peers. 

She's a slender, insectoid woman, skin 
a wasp-riot of black and yellow. Nature's 
warningsignals-thoughnotasmuchas 
her machine-gun. 

We cause crime. 

www.cityofvillains.com 
Kieron Gillen 
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dig this 

Words: SukhdevSandhu 

Praising - and reclaiming - a lost classic by Agnes Varda 



Everybody's a photographer. Everybody's taking 
pictures. Click, click, click. Time was when a roll 
of film could last you a summer, a year; now we're 
used to being able to frame and shoot hundreds, 
sometimes thousands, of images. 

Lots of them are tiny: slow shutter speeds 
mean it's easier to snap pix of bits of graffiti, slithers 
of inert urban matter, than it is to shoot people 
- life ! - in motion. There they sit, uploaded into 
your computer, a bloated archive of pixelated 
randomness. Where/when/why were they taken? 



and sometimes men, who have to stoop or bend 
down to make a living. They scour the countryside 
after it has been harvested in order to gather any 
wheat, potatoes and apples that have been left over. 

Varda tracks these marginals, joking with 
them, recording their sing-songs, alive to the 
resourcefulness with which they try and make do 
in a society that wishes they didn't exist. Their genius 
at scavenging and recycling - necessary skills in 
a wasteful consumer society -is something she 
herself displays; she uses a cheap new digicam to 



Filming used to be a premature memorial: 

a way of staving off death 



- it can be hard to remember. Filming used to be 
the exception. It was a premature memorial: a way 
of staving off death. 

And then there's The Gleaners And I (2000). 
You may not have seen it. It screened at east 
London's Lux centre for about a week before the 
place shut down. That was five years ago. I first saw 
it at the Two Boots Pioneer Theatre in Manhattan's 
Loisada district - out of a whim really, just to check 
what the woman who made the French New Wave 
classic Ceo From 5 To 7 (1 961 ) was up to. 

I didn't move a muscle throughout the show; 
I stumbled out from the screening to find the streets 
of the city submerged in snow, looking like a canvas 
on which I wanted to daub Varda's name in 50-foot 
letters composed from my blood. 

The Gleaners And /is a fiercely, lovingly personal 
essay about the dignity of labour. It's a salvage 
operation, rescuing from the condescension of 
posterity (and present-day society) the lives, 
memories and future hopes of the French 
underclasses. Underclasses -that's a nasty word, 
popularised by right-wing sociologist Charles 
Murray - but it's apt here: gleaners are women, 



create a collage of idealists and misfits who build 
totem towers out of found dolls, troll suburban 
streets to pick up abandoned furniture. She finds 
a creepy looking guy who gobbles up market stall 
leftovers and turns out to be a street-magazine 
seller who teaches French to African migrants 
every evening. 

It is in strange, unpredictable moments like these 
-and there are many of them -that the film seems 
to take on an almost magical power. Varda seems 
to have a divining rod, at once artistic and ethical, 
for locating the power and poetry that resides in 
the most neglected corners of the world around her. 
She moves through the world, detonating everyday 
miracles and unexpected revelations. 

That movement is vital. Varda was born in 1 928; 
she's at an age when most directors know that their 
best work is long behind them and have settled 
down to luxuriating in career retrospectives that, 
whatever their value, feel like obituaries. In The 
Gleaners And I, though, she's always trampling 
through fields, ploughing down motorways, 
busying towards the objects of her fascination. 
It's an enabling curiosity, one that can't help but 



make us want to go out and look under, through 
and to the edges of the world we find outside 
the cinema. 

Technology helps; Varda is entranced by her new 
digital camera, which she describes as stroboscopic, 
narcissistic and hyper-realistic. She includes mistakes 
- such as the time she's so busy swaying in time 
to the melodies sung by a family of squatter-farmers 
that she forgets to switch the off button and ends 
up recording her feet. The silliness -and charm - 
of these moments is offset by a deep sadness, too: 
she films her withered skin, mulls on the ageing 
process, and never tries to mask the loneliness 
of many of her subjects. 

It's shameful that The Gleaners And I isn't better 
known, and that it hasn't even been issued on DVD 
in Britain. Still, in an age of over-abundance and 
one-click accessibility, those films that take longer 
to track down are often the most rewarding. And 
few could ever be more rewarding than Varda's. 
She exploits new visual technologies in the service 
of a resistance cinema, one that marries the personal 
to the political in a style that is never affected or self- 
aggrandising. And that unearths a new vocabulary 
of labour from which filmmakers - and viewers - 
could learn valuable critical and aesthetic lessons. 
It won't stave off death; but it will help you live 
a better life. 
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The Committee 



Dir Peter Sykes, UK, 1968 

(Eclectic DVD Distribution, Region 1) 

Originally released in 1 968 as half of 
a double bill with Visconti's interpretation 
of Camus' The Stranger, The Committees 
one of those much-talked-about but rarely 
seen Sixties films, a narrative-free meditation 
on the nature of society and the role of the 
individual within it. 

Imagine a kind of Mass Observation 
summer school that is at once reminiscent 
of Patrick McGoohan's Portmeirion and 
one of those Victorian lunatic asylums that 
once circled London. It is in this landscape 
that the central figure and the director of 
The Committee ponder together on the true 
nature of crime, punishment and madness. 
The actual 'work' of the Committee is briefly 
explained: " I was on one once; it consisted 
of eight men: we had to decide which of five 
oranges was the roundest." 

Starkly shot around the London School 
of Economics, where its co-writer Max Steuer 
was a lecturer, The Committee is more than 
just a tiresome pseudo-polemic, thanks to 
its hipster dialogue, unusual locations, a wild 
cameo from Arthur Brown and a stunning, 
rarely heard soundtrack by Pink Floyd. 
DrewMulholland 



Dir Kim Hiorthoy, Norway, 2005 
(Rune Grammofon, all regions) 

I caught a rare Supersilent show in Oslo, in 
2003, after the Norwegian quartet had just 
released their sixth album. My life in a period 
of intense flux, I stood transfixed by their 
wise, regenerative music, feeling myself 
remould into something freed and healed. 

Supersilent play improvised music in 
which electronics - provided by legendary 
sound magus dude Helge Sten, aka 
Deathprod, and keyboardist Stale Storlokken 
- play a vital role. It's their sweeps of 
modulated noise and suggested melody 
that characterise the Supersilent sound, 
along with trumpeter ArveHenriksen's 
devotional flights of fancy (think John Hassell 
gone arctic) and Jarle Vespestad's ominous, 
liquid drumming. This beautifully shot 
concert is a reminder of how their perpetually 
mobile sound is mirrored in their onstage 
dynamic: you can see how the sound is 
passed around in some intricate glass-bead 
game until all considerations of personality 
and individual style are subsumed into 
a fearless group mind. Supersilent should 
be required listening for all free musicians; 
now there's some required watching too. 
Frances May Morgan 





keeping up with the jonzes 

Words: Henry K Miller 

More big-shot music videos 



Chris Rock, roped into the spoof 
featurette 'Romanekian', half-jokes 
that Mark Romanek, the man 
behind Michael &Janet Jackson's 
'Scream' video, "Can make you like a 
song that sucks" . A tempting thesis, 
but if it's true of, say, Jonathan 
Glazer's handling of Jamiroquai's 
'Virtual Insanity', or Stephane 
Sednaoui's 'Ironic' clip for Alanis 
Morrisette, I don't have it in me to 
find out. One can't help speculating 
that David Fincher's reluctance to 
contribute to the Directors Label 
series must come down to the fact 
that he learned his chops making 
videos for Billy Idol and Sting. 

These new additions to the series 
comprise two DVDs from filmmakers 
mostly associated with photography 
(Sednaoui and ex-music press 
smudger Anton Corbijn), and two 
who have moved on to features 
(Romanek with One Hour Photo; 
Glazer with Sexy Beast and Birth). 
In general, the former pair work 
diligently from the artist to the video, 
translating 'image' into images, and 
as a result, their stuff stands or falls 
-to a large extent- on your personal 
feelings about the bands on offer. 
Moody monochrome enthusiast 
Corbijn is especially identified with 
Depeche Mode and U2; Sednaoui's 
best-known work is 'Give It Away' 
by Red Hot Chili Peppers. 

Conversely, the Kubrickian (or 
Fincher-esque) perfectionists Glazer 
and Romanek meet the music head- 
on, and maintain a more oblique 



relation between film, song and 
performer. Watching Romanek's 
triumphant video for Lenny Kravitz's 
'Are You Gonna Go My Way', the 
first to employ his now-trademark 
'fuck-off big lighting rig' look, 
you could almost agree with Rock. 
The British Glazer is so far the more 



Kubrickian 
perfectionists 
Glazer and 
Romanek meet 
the music 
head-on 



successful film director, and his DVD 
feels like it was put together while 
he was doing bigger things: there's 
a handful of videos on offer and the 
interview is especially half-arsed. 

Romanek's DVD comes close to 
the stratospheric level reached by 
Spike Jonze and Michel Gondry in 
the first run of the series. Although 
he can't quite compete on songs, 
Romanek provides illuminating 
commentaries for each track, as 
do almost all of his musical 
collaborators - even Weezer and 
Fiona Apple, who were far from 
happy with his work. Jonze conducts 
a somewhat elegiac interview with 
the director, and the package as 
a whole forms a kind of history of 
Nineties alt-rock music video. 
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gore blimey 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Illustration: Carmel Doohan 



Lunar Park: Bret Easton Ellis grows up 



Our first ever conversation was about Bret 
Easton Ellis, exchanging gory autopsy details on 
the bus home from some party a mutual friend 
had thrown in honour of either a Nick Cave 
video he was showing us or the destruction 
of his old VCR, nobody was quite sure which. 
American Psycho had just been mentioned in 
a review of NWA, the writer complaining that he 
couldn't understand why misogynistic rap was 
being censored while Bret Easton Ellis' horrific 
scenes like a mouse crawling up an acid-eaten 
vagina were available to anyone who wanted 
to buy the book. Our response was, " Really? 
You can get that book? Cool ! " So we did. 

It turned out the infamous scenes, subtitled 
'Girls', were a titillating fraction of a book as 
anally boring as it was hysterically funny, the 



A sense of nausea 
in the face of a world 
you have created 



chopped fingers of a victim artfully arranged 
around a VCR suggesting a critique of 
consumerism as darkly funny and horrific as the 
paeans to Whitney Houston and Huey Lewis And 
The News. We added Ellis to our very short list of 
writers worth reading (main criteria: sex, drugs 
and violence) and quickly got through his two 
earlier novels of teenage disaffection. But what 
we were more surprised to discover was the 
bizarre yet disarming combination of laconic 
realism and pure fantasy; wry metafiction and 
unexpected stabs of raw emotion. 

Weaving intertextual narratives about 
recurring characters into the novels (and, later, 
the short stories of The Informers), Ellis had 
created a cold, unreal universe, intricately 
detailed with brand names and pop trivia, but 
still as distant as it was familiar, only to demolish 
it with short outbursts of desperation, loneliness 
and alienation. It was the triumph of this 



sentimental streak at the end of Glamorama, 
his last novel, which began to shake our faith 
in Ellis as a cultural commentator. Suddenly, 
the troubled relationship with his father that 
he had always claimed was behind American 
Psycho came to the fore, almost dismissing all 
the postmodernisms that had made his work 
stand out so starkly against the mediocrity of 
other brat pack lit. 

With Lunar Park, a pseudo-autobiographical 
thriller, Ellis seems to have regained his balance 
and invented a whole new genre. The book 
follows a fictional writer named Bret Easton Ellis 
as he attempts to adopt a normal suburban life 
with a wife and kids, but is forced to confront 
his demons, haunted by both the spirit of his 
dead dad and the physical manifestations of 
the characters he has created, most notably 
the infamous Patrick Bateman. 

Piling lies onto ludicrous self referential plot- 
lines, Ellis somehow stumbles upon a new kind 
of horror, one glossed over by the glamorous 
retro-isms of Desperate Housewives, the horror 
of getting older and wiser and more mellow and 
not wanting to deal with all the crap and the 
drugs and chopped bloody fingers, and yet still 
craving the youthful arrogance that made you 
want to surround yourself with those things in 
the first place. 

Raising powerful questions about the post- 
teenage future of Generation X, Lunar Park is 
both a smart and funny critique of contemporary 
obsessions -kids on Ritalin, paedophile 
paranoia, the rot that sets in when an entire 
generation refuses to mature - and a personal 
note to self about responsibility, respectability 
and authorial power after the death of the 
author. If Nabokov used these sort of literary 
games to express a deepening sense of horror 
in the face of a world that was being written for 
him by the state, Ellis' version of the American 
tragedy is a sense of nausea in the face of 
a world you have yourself created. A deeply 
superficial novel: Ellis at his best, then. 




You can't keep a good man down: 
Bret Easton Ellis' recurring characters 



Lauren Hynde In The Rules Of Attraction, probably the 
character most in touch with reality. This is relative: she's 
flaky, needy, and obsessed with Victor, who doesn't 
remember her name. Ends up eloping with him after having 
an abortion. By Glamorama, Lauren is confident, alluring, 
back with Victor, and not actually Lauren. 
Victor Ward Beautiful, vacant male model. Treats women 
such as Lauren like shit more through stupidity than 
cuntishness. Fails to realise that when he gets back together 
with 'Lauren' (in Glamorama), it's not actually Lauren. 
His identity gets stolen, no one notices, and he ends up 
as Bret Easton Ellis' golden retriever in Lunar Park. 
Clay Nihilistic narrator of Less Than Zero: " People are afraid 
to merge on freeways in Los Angeles". Cameo narrator in 
TROA: " People are afraid to merge on campus after dark". 
That weird Classics group " Probably roaming the 
countryside sacrificing farmers and performing pagan 
rituals," notes a minor TROA character. These are the 
murderous students of The Secret History, the debut 
novel of one-time Ellis blind date Donna Tartt. 
Bret Easton Ellis In real life, author of f in-de-siecle novels 
such as American Psycho and Glamorama. In Lunar Park, 
the same plus supernatural experiences 
Alex Macpherson and Ria Hopkinson 




Dear New Girl, Or Whatever 
Your Name Is 



Edited by Lisa Wagner, Trinie Dalton, 
and Eli Horowitz (McSweeney's) 

This book collects the work of 24 artists 
inspired by the clandestine notes confiscated 
by supply teacher Trinie Dalton in her three 
years within the LA school district. 

Some of the cursive-scrawled notes are 
downright huggable, like the folding fortune 
teller which predicts that "You will die of 
boredness. . . You will invent smell-o-vision ". 
But eventually the cliched sketches of hott 
vampire girls and angsty lovelorn rants give 
way to ominous post-Columbine firearms 
motifs, Michael Shaub's dispassionate 
depiction of two girls shoving another's 
head down the loo, and the grim tribalism 
of Michael Dzama's 'We hate You And 
It's Good'. 

Like Margaret Atwood's Cat's Eye, this 
book serves to remind you that sometimes 
it really is a wonder anyone gets out of high 
school alive. 

www.mcsweeneys.net 
Alice Rooney 
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Pussy Rock 

#1-2 



Here are two 
issues of a 
rudimentary 
Photoshop 
fanzine dedicated 
to "the wonderful 
world of the Girl 
Anachronism". 
So of course we get Dresden Dolls - plus the 
trashier side of female-led music (no insult 
intended) such as London's garage-loving 
Priscillas, The 5678s, The Lunachicks, Colt 
and New York 'fairytale rock' band Sky Salt. 
In other words, there's plenty of big hair, 
lipstick, stilettos and post-Runaways 
attitude. The style of writing is unpretentious, 
far closer to Artrockerthan Plan B, but it's 
the retro features make this worth checking 
out: Eighties polka-dot icons Strawberry 
Switchblade, contrary wannabe pop star 
Honey Bane and god-awful former Nymphs 
frontwomanlngerLorre. 
jaynedoll@aol.com 
Siobhan Marshall 




The Fib 
#12-13 



ThisOlympia 
fanzine borders 
on the obsessive. 
Scarily detailed 
collages, beautiful 
photocopied 
photographs and 
oddly unfunny 
cartoons drawn while on duty on board USS 
Rainier punctuate issues mostly given over to 
single artists - issue 1 3 was to have featured 
an interview with Calvin Johnson conducted 
while Calv was cleaning the toilet and taking 
out the trash, but the photos didn't come out. 
The article that appeared - preceded by a 
Q/A with Sharp's main obsession Phil 
Elverum - is conducted with a fan's eye to 
detail. As are the interviews in issue 1 2, 
with Genevieve Elverum (Phil's wife), ex-Beat 
Happening member Bret Lunsford (Phil's 
inspiration) and Phil himself. As close to my 
idea of what a fanzine should be as it gets. 

thefibzine@yahoo.com 
Everett True 
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The first 20 subscribers will also receive a copy of Neutral Milk Hotels 

In The Aeroplane Over The Sea (Domino) 




"Anne Frank-inspired terrors and 
moments of sweet boundless 
euphoria . . . It's a record that fits 
perfectly into those moments 
when sense runs hiding and 
when all you want to do is to feel 
something true # that goes beyond 
the everyday into that odd place 
where the dreams live; where the 
surreal takes total precedence over 
the real." (Robin Wilks # Plan B) 



UK -6 issues for £20 

EU airmail - 6 issues for £27.50 

Rest of the World airmail - 6 issues for £35 

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 



To qualify for this offer, please 
mention PB09 with your cheque, or 
in the Paypal comments box. 



Check out www.planbmag.com 
for web-exclusive interviews, reviews, 
articles and staff weblogs, stockist 
information, gig guide, secure ordering 
and discussion forums 



back issues 



UK - £4.00, EU airmail - £5.50, Rest of the world surface mail - £5.50, Rest of the world airmail - £7.00 

Send cheques to Plan B Publishing, PO Box 5047, Hove, BN52 9WY, UK 

Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card, or Paypal 

If you have enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com . Please note that Rest of the World orders by surface mail have a delivery time of up to 1 2 weeks 
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internet-speak 

Words: Dickon Edwards 

Illustration: Nathan Fletcher 



A man of letters bemoans the sorry state of e-communication 




The Internet user must 

resist the temptation of these 
unctuous default styles 



"Afraid again 
You lie there regretting 
That people never speak like or look like 
The way they write. " 
(Orlando, Afraid Again) 

When I wrote that song lyric in 1 995, 1 was noting 
the way people became most like themselves when 
they wrote letters to each other, on paper. Now, 
I'd have to update the lyric to cover emails and Web 
chatting. But there, I find people are encouraged to 
not even write the way they write. And though this 
still leaves me lying awake at night, it's in not so 
much a state of regret as downright anger. 

If I were a latecomer to the Net, my complaint 
could reasonably be attributed to a fogeyish fear 
of change. But in fact, I've used email as a preferred 
means of contact for 1 years now. My long- 
standing affection for the medium is the reason 
forgetting upset when I see its potential abused. 

A kind of organic fascism has come into being, 
affecting the otherwise intelligent when they take 
to their keyboards. Rather than expressing their 
individuality free from the constraints of body 
language and voice, they seem to prefer mangling 
their messages into realms of banal self-defeat; 
slipping into one of two crude writing styles. Both 
are equally irksome; both are desperate attempts 
to Get On by being anyone other than themselves. 

There's Default Ingratiation, which includes the 
usage of 'smileys' (or 'emoticons'). For those who 
may be blissfully unaware of such vile abominations 

- and how I envy you - smileys are punctuation 
marks used to resemble facial expressions turned 
on their side. A semi-colon followed by a closed 
bracket is meant to be a winking, smiling face ; ) . 
This is intended to indicate a jokey tone of voice 
or playful use of body language. There's also 
'emoticons' (actual images of smiley faces used on 
Web message boards), slang acronyms C*g*' means 
the writer is grinning, 'lol' says they're 'laughing 
out loud' rather than addressing someone called 
Lawrence) and the general profusion of exclamation 
marks. An example would be something like: 

"Sorry to bother you! ! ! ! ! Just 
little me again! ! LOL *g* ; ) " 

In the opposite corner is Default Sarcasm. This 
goes too far in the other direction: worshipping the 
full stop to convey a brand of deadpan sarcasm. 
Where people. Try. To be. Funny. Really. 

"Yeah, great article, dude. Worst. Article. 
Ever. That is all. Kill me, please. Now. Really" 

So the freedom of the Internet is urging millions 
of people to be one of only two people: either 
a stereotypical giggling schoolgirl or an equally 
stereotypical sarcastic student. I can understand 
the need to make friends online. But this can 

- and should - be done without any cost to 
one's individuality. 

The Internet user must resist the temptation of 
these unctuous default styles, and instead work on 
their own unique style, just as the letter writers of 
previous generations had to. Freedom of expression 
should encourage self-discipline, not a beveling 
down of uniqueness to meet some mythical 
common ground. With a well-honed writing style, 
body language and tone of voice will then not only 
be successfully conveyed, but the writer will also 
become more like themselves than ever before. It 
will be a liberating process. If, in the early stages, an 
improving writer's correspondents take an intended 
joke the wrong way and never get in touch again, it 
will be a lesson learned. Jokes can be made without 
having to be jokey about it; and the resulting laugh 
is a lot more satisfying. 

Writing is all about using the joy of language to 
become oneself. Internet writing, on the other hand, 
is in danger of being the opposite: encouraging 
a fear of language, and dissuading individuality. 

No good will come of that. Mark my words. 
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KID606 

Done With The Scene 



New EP from California's 
electronics genius. Includes 
remixes from Mogwai, 
Dwayne Sodahberk and 
others, as well as the Kid606 
cover of Annie's "Heartbeat". 



IN STORES NOW 
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IS THIS LOVE? 



CLAP YOUR HANDS 
SAY YEAH 
Is This Love? 

The band whose album has 
been the USA's DIY indie rock 
success story of the year 
make their uk debut with this 
limited seven inch single. 
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Eimos emus 




EUROS CHILDS 
Donkey Island 



First tasters of the forthcoming 
magical solo debut from the 
Gorky's Zygotic Mynci founder 
member. Limited seven 
inch single. 



IN STORES NOW 




THE CRIBS 

You're Gonna Lose Us/ 

The Wrong Way To Be 

Recorded with Bernard 
Butler, this single is out on 
CD and two limited edition 
seven inches, one of which 
comes in a deluxe box to hold 
all 8 New Fellas seven nches. 
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CLAP YOUR HANDS 
SAY YEAH 
Clap Your Hands 
Say Yeah 

Stunning debut from the 
band who took the USA by 
storm in 2005... 
watch them do the same in 
Europe in 2006!. 



RELEASED 
JANUARY 23RD 



www.wichita-recordings.com 
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